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WILLIAM Au P MARGARET. 


5 
T WAs at the ſilent ſolemn hour, 
When night and morning meet, 
In glided MAR CART T's grimly ghoſt, 
And ſtood at WILLIAM 's feet. 


Her face was like an April morn, 
Clad in a wintry cloud; 

And clay- cold was her lilly hand, 
That held her ſable ſhroud. 


So ſhall the faireſt face appear, 
When youth and years are flown ; 
Such is the robe that kings muſt wear, 
| When death has reft their crown. 


Her bloom was like the ſpringing flower 
That fips the filyer dew; 

The roſe was budded on her cheek. 
Juſt opening to the view. 
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But love had like the canker vorm 


Conſumed her early prime; 
The roſe grew pale and left her cheek, 


She died before her time. 


Awake, ſhe cried, thy true-love calls, 
Come from her midnight grave: 
Now let thy pity hear the maid, 
Thy love refuſed to ſave. 


This is the dumb and dreary 5 
When injured ghoſts complain, 

When yawning graves give up their dead 
To haunt the Hithlels twain. 


Bethink thee, WIIIIAN, of thy fault, 
Thy pledoe and broken oath; 

And give me back my maiden von, 

And give me back my troth. 


Why did you promiſe love to me, 
And not that promiſe keep? 

Why did you ſwear my eyes were bright, 
Yet leave thoſe eyes to weep : ? 


blow could you ſay my face was fair, 
And yet that face forſake ? 

How could you win my virgin heart, 
Yet leave that heart to break! a 


Why did you ſay my bps were ſw et, 
And made the ſcarlet pale? 

And why did I young witleſs maid 
Believe the flattering tale? 


That face, alas! no more is fair, 


Thoſe lips no longer red; 
Dark are my eyes now cloſed in death, | 


And every charm is fled. 


. 


The hungry worm my ſiſter is, 
his winding ſheet I wear; _ 

Anq cold and weary laſts our night, 

Till that laft morn appear. | | 


But hark! the cock has warned me hence, 
A long and late adieu ; 

Come ſee, falſe man, how low ſhe lies, 
Who died for love of YOU. 


The lark ſung loud, the morning ſmiled, 
With beams of rof ſy red; 

Pale WILLI Ax qua ked in every limb, 
And raving left his bed. 


He hied him to the fatal place, 
Where Mazcazzr's body lay, 

And ſtretched him on the green gr ras turf, 
That. wrapped her breathleſs clay. 


And thrice he called on Mazcanrt's name, 
And thrice he wept full ſore, | 

Then laid his cheek on her cold grave, 
And word A never more. 


8 O N G. 


TAKE, oh take, thoſe lips away, 

That ſo ſw eetly were forſworn ; 

And thoſe eyes the break of day 
Lights that do miſlead the morg. 

bet my kiſſes bring again, 

Seals of love but ſealed in vain. 


Hide, oh hide, thoſe hills of ſnow 
Which thy frozen boſom bears; 
On whole top the pinks that grow, 


Are of thoſe that April wears: 
AZ 
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But my poor heart firſt ſet free, 
Bound in thole icy chains by thee. 
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O NANCY, WILT THOU FLY WITH ME. 


O NANCY, wilt thou fly with me, 
Nor ſigh to leave this flaunting town? 
Can filent glens have charms for thee, 
The lowly cot the ruſſet gown ? 
No longer dreſt in filken ſheen, 
No longer decked with jewels rare, 
Say canſt thou quit the buſy ſcene, 
Where thou waſt faireſt of the fair? | 
Where thou waſt faireſt, where thou weſt faireſt, 
Where thou waſt faireſt of the fair. 


O Naxcy, when thou'rt far away, 

_ Wilt thou not caſt a with behind? 
Say canit thou face the ſcorching ray ? 
Or ſhrink before the wintry wind? 
Say can that ſoft, that gentle frame, 

Extremes of hardſhip learn to bear ? 
Nor yet regard each courtly ſcene, 
Where thou waſt faireſt of the fair? 


O Naxcv, wilt thou love ſo true, 
Thro' perils keen with me to go? 
And when thy ſwain miſhap ſhall rue, 
To ſhare with him the pang of woe? 
Say ſhould diſeaſe or pain betal, 
Will thou aſſume the nurſ's care? 
Nor Wilful thoſe gay ſcenes recall. 
Where thou waſt faireft of the fair? 


And when at laſt thy love ſhall die, 
Wilt thou receive his parting breath? 


Wilt 


C7 2 
Wilt thou ſuppreſs each ſtruggling ſigh, 
And cheer with ſmiles the'pangs of death? 
Say wilt thou o'er his breathleſs clay 
Strew flowers and drop thy tender tear 
Nor yet regret thoſe ſcenes ſo gay, 
Where thou art faireſt of the fair?  _ 
Where thou art faireſt, where thou art faireſt, 
Where thou art faireſt of the fair. 
— — __—— x, 
. 
MY lodging is on the cold ground, 
And very hard is my fare; 
But that which troubles me moſt is, 
The unkindneſs of my dear. 
Yet ſtill T cry Oh turn love, 
And I pray thee love turn to me, 
For thou art the man that I long for, 
And alack what remedy. # 


I'll crown thee with a garland of tray then, 
And I'll marry thee with a ruth ring; 
My frozen hopes ſhall thaw then 
And merrily we will fing : 
Oh turn to me, my dear love, 
And I pray theelove turn to me, 
For thou art the man that alone canſt 
Procure my liberty. 


But if thou wilt harden thy heart ſtill, 
And be deaf to my pitifol moan, 
Then I muft endure the ſmart ſtill; 
And tumble in ſtraw all alone; 
Vet ſtill I cry oh turn love, 
And I pray thee love turn to me, 
For thou art the man that alone art 
The cauſe of my miſery. 
| A 4 
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WATER parted from the ſea, 

May encreaſe the river's tide ; 
To the bubbling fount may flee, 

Or thro” fertile valleys giide : 
Yet in ſearch of loſt 1epole, 

Doom'd, like me, forlorn to roam, 
Still it murmurs as it flows, 
Till it reach its native home. 


A— 
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S O N G. 
THE gentle ſwan, with gracef ful pride, 
Her gloſſy plumage leaves; 
And failing down the filver tide, 
Divides the whiſp'ring waves: 
The fi! ver t:de that wand ring flows, 
Sweet to the bird muſt be; 
But not ſo ſweet, blithe Cupid knows, 
As Delia is to ng. | 


A parent hird, in plaintive mood, WS 


On yonder fruit tree ſnug ; 
And ſtill the pendent neſt ſhe view'd, - 
That held her callow young; | 
Tho' dear to her maternal heart, 


The genial brood muſt be, - 5 5 


They're not ſo dear, the thouſandth part, 
As Delia is to me. 


The roſes that my brow ſu rround, 
Were natives of the dale, | 
Scarce pluck'd, andin a garland bound, . 3 
Before their hue grew pale : 
My vital blood would thus be froze, 
If luckleſs torn from thee ; 
For what the root is to the roſe, 
My . is to me. 
Two 
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Two doves I found like new-fall'n ſnow, 
So white the beauteus pair : 
we birds to Delia I'll beſtow, 
They're like her boſom fair; 

May they of our connubial love, 


A happy omen be; 
Then fuch fond bliſs as turtles prove, 
Shall Delia ſhare with me. 


THE SOLDIER TIR'D. 
"THE foldier tired of War's alarms, 
Foriwears the clang of hoſtile arms, 
And ſcorns the ſpear and ſhield. 
Bert if the brazen trumpet found, 
He burns with conqueſt to be crown'd, 
And dares again the field. 


— 


8 O N 6. 

E virgin when ſofte ned by May, 

Attends to the villager's vows. 
Ti birds ſweetly bill on the ſpray, 

And poplars embrace with their boughs : 

On Ida bright Venus may reign, 

Actor'd for her beauty above; 
We thepherds who dwell on the plain. 

Hail May as the mother of love. 


From the Weſt as it wantonly blows, 
Fond Zephyr careſſes the pine, 
Nie bee ſteals a kiſs from the roſe, 

And the willows and woodbines entwine 
The pinks by the rivulet's fide, | 
That border the vernal alcove, 
Bend downwards to kiſs the ſoft tide, 
For May is the mother of love. 
22 A 5 
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May tinges the butterfly's wing, 
He flutters in bridal array, 
And if the wing d choriſters ſing, 
Their muſic is taught them by May: 
The ſtock- dove, recluſe with her mate, 
Conceals her fond bliſs in the grove; 


And murmuring ſeems to repeat, 
That May 1s the mother of love. 


The gooddeſs will viſit ye ſoon, 
Ye virgins, be ſportive and gay; 

Get your pipes, oh! ye ſhepherds, in tune. 
For mufic will welcome the day: Ho 

Would Damon have Phillis prove kind, 
And all his keen anguiſh remove; 

Let him tell her ſoft tales and he'll find, 
That May is the mcther of love. 


— 
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THE LOVE-SICK  LAPLANDER. 
THOU riſing ſun, whoſe gladſome ray 


_ Invites my fair to rural play, 


Diſpel the miſt, and clear the ſkies, 
And bring my Orra to my eyes. 


O vere J ſure my dear to view, 
I'd climb you pine-tree's top-moſt bough, 
Aloftin air that quiv'ring plays, 


And round and round for ever gaze. 


My Orra Moor, where art thou laid ? 
What wood conceals my ſteeping maid ? 
Faſt by the roots, enrag'd, I'll tear 

The trees that hide my promiſed fair. 


("IEF 


My bliſs too long my bride denies, 
Apace the waſting ſimmer ies; - 
Nor yet the winter's blaſts I fear, 

Nor ſtorms nor hail ſhall keep me here, 


O could I ride the clouds ſo high, 
Or on the raven's pinions fly; 

Ye ftorks, ye ſwans, a moment ſtay, 
And waft a lover on his way. 


What can for ſtrength to ſteal compare? 
O love has fetters ſtronger far; 
By bolts of ſteel are limbs confin'd, 


Hut cruel love enchants the mind. 


No more ſhall care my mind perplex, 
When thoughts are bad the firſt is beſt ; 

_ *Tis bad to go, 'tis death to ftay, 

Then haſte to Orra, haſte away. 


SONG. 


OH ! why ſhould love with tyrant ſway, 
Oppreſs each youthful heart? 

Auſt all his rigid laws obey, 
And feel his pointed dart? 


On reaſon's aid in vain we call, 
To break the galling chain, 
The potent God diſdains it all, 
And triumphs in our pain. 
—— —— — 


ANNA'S URN. 
Encompaſs'd in an angels frame, 
An angels virtue Jay, 


5 


Too ſoon did heaven aſſert its claim, 5 5 
And call its own away. | 
My Anna's worth, my Anna's charms, 


Muſt never more return, | | by 
What now ſhall fill theſe widowed arms, 
Ah me ! my Anna's urn. - "I RE B 
\ 
Each rural ſcene my Anna lov'd, 
Around her peaceful cot, | | hy 
Contentment's beams for ever ſhone, | 
So happy wag her lot! | 1 


But Anna's gone, and ſweet content, 

Will never more return, 
You ne'er ſhall find it, Autterins heart, 5 1 

But in my Anna's urn. 4 
* 
Pleaſures which lead each rural ſcene, 

Are now for ever flown, 


The ſweets of each returning year, | Y 
Are fled now Anna's gone ! 
Thither her village friends ſhall hafte, ; '® 


Around the pot to mourn! 
The fleecy charge ſhall ceaſe to graze, 


And bleat round Anna's urn. 5 
| Around its baſe to deck the ſpot, 13 
I ritle from my bower, 
The weodbine, jels mine, myrtle, rela 
And ev'ry fragrant flower. 
At eve, when Phœbus quits the Plain. 
And at his firſt return. 
ou'll find me watering with my tears, 4 
The ſhrubs rcund Anna's urn. | * 
T 
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Wo fair Figele's graſſy tomb, T 


F Soft macs, and village bins bal bring 


- 
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Each op'ning ſweet, of earlieſt bloom, 
And rifle all the breathing ſpring. 


No walling ghoſt ſhall dare appear EY 
To vex with ſhrieks this quiet grove ; 

But ſhepherd lads aſſemble here, 
And melting virgins own their love. 


No wither'd witch ſhall here be ſeen, 
No coblins lead their nightly crew: 

The female ſays ſhall haunt the green, 
And dreſs the grave with pearly dex, 


The red-breaft oft at ev, ning hours 

Shall kindly lend his little aid, 

Wich hoary moſs, and gathered flowers, 
To deck the ground where thou art laid. 


When howling winds, and beating rain, 
In tempeſts ſhake the ſylvan cell; 

Or midſt the chace on every plain, 
The tender thought on thee ſhall dwell. 


Each lonely ſcene ſnall thee reſtore; 

For thee the tear be duly ſhed : 

Belov'd *till life can charm no more; 
And mourned 'till pity's ſelf be dead. 


——— r r.. 
ROSLINE CASTLE. 


T Ws in that ſeaſon of the year, 
When all things gay and ſweet appear, 
That Collin, with the morning ray, 
Arole and ſung his rural lay. 

Of Nanny's charms the ſhepherd ſung, 


The hills and dales with Nanny rung, ; 
be We ee | While 
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While Roſline caſtle heard the ſwain, 
And echo d back the chearful ſtrain. 


Awake, ſweet muſe, the breathing ſpring 
With rapture warms, awake and ſing; 


Awake, and join the vocal throng, 


And hail the morning with a ſong ; 
To Nanny raiſe the cheerful lay, 
O bid her haſte and come away; 
In ſweeteſt ſmiles herſelf adorn, 
And add new graces to the morn. 


O hark, my love, on every ſpray 
Each feather'd warbler tunes his lay 
Tis beauty fires the raviſh'd throng, 
And love inſpires the melting ſong; 
Then let my raviſh'd notes ariſe, 

For beauty darts from Nanny's eyes, 
And love my riſing boſom warms, 
And fills my foul with ſweet alarms. 


O come, my love, thy Colin's lay, 
With rapture calls, O come away ; 


3 ; 5 = 
Come, while the muſe this wreath ſhall twine 


Around that modeſt brow of thine ; 
Oh! hither haſte and with the bring, 


The beauty blooming like the ſpring, 


Whoſe graces do divinely ſhine, 
To charm this honeſt heart of mine. 


L. I i 4-8: Y, 


PEACEFUL flumbering on the ocean, 
Seamen fear no dangers nigh ; | 175 
— N Winds 


2 


4330 
Wind: and waves in gentle motion, 
Soothe them with their Lullaby, 


Lullaby, &c. 
Tho? the ftorm's tempeſtuous blowing, Ei 
Still no danger they deſcry; 

The guileleſs heart its boon beſtowing, 
Soothe them with their Lullaby, : | 
Lullaby, &c. 


; 
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KATE OF ABERDEEN 


THE ſilver moon's enamour'd beam 
Steals ſoftly through the night, 

Tho wanton with the winding "Aream, 
And kifs reflected light; 

To courts be gone, heart ſoothing ſleep, 
Vhere vou ve ſo ſeldom been, 

Whilft I May's wakeful vigil boy 
With Kate of Aberaten. 


The nymphs and ſwains expectant wait, 
In primrote chaplets gay, | 
Till morn unbars her golden gate, 
And gives the promiſed May; 
The nymhps and ſwains ſhall all declare 
The promis'd May, when ſeen, 
Not half ſo fragrant, half fo fair, 
As Late of Aberdeen. 


I tune my pipe to playful notes, 
And roule yon nodding grove, Z 
Till new-wak d birds diftend their throats, 
And hail the maid I love: wy 
At her approach che lark miſtakes, 3 
And quits the new dreſs'd green: 
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Fond birds, *tis notthe morning breaks, 
"Tis Kate of Aberdeen. | | 


Now blytheſome o'er the dewy mead, 
Where elves diſportive play, 


The feſtal dance young ſhepherds lead, | 


Or fing their love-tun'd lay. 


Till May in morning- robe draws nigh, Ls 


And claims a 7 queen; 
The nymphs and ſwains exulting cry. 
Here's Kate Aberdeen. 


—ͤ— _ 


8 O N G. 


I Cob never luſtre ſee, 


In eyes that would not look on me; 
I neer ſaw Nectar on a lip, 


1 But where my own did hope to ſip. 


Has the Maid, who ſeeks my heart, 
Cheeks of roſe untouch'd by art; 
I will own the colour true, 


When yielding bluſhes aid their hue. « 
Is her hand ſo ſoft and pure, 


I muſt preſs it to be ſure; 


Nor can I be certain then, 


*Till it grateful preſs again, 


„ 


{ Muſt Iwith attentive eye, 


Watch her having boſom ſigh ; | 
I will do fo—when I fee - 
That heaving boſom ſigh for me. 


SONG 
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WOULD you taſte the noon-tide air, 
To you fragrant bow'r repair, 
Where woven with the poplar bow, 
The mantling vine, will ſhelter you. 
The mantling vine will ſhelter you. 
Don each fide a fountain flows, 
Tinkling, murm'ring, as it goes, 
Lichtly o'er the moſſy ground, 
Lightly o'er the moſſy ground, 

Sultry Fhœbus ſcorching round. 


Sultry, GC. 


Round the id herds and ſheep, 
Strech'd o'er funny hillocks, ſleep; 
While on the hyacinth. and Tole 

The fair does all alone repoſe 

The fair does all alone repoſe ; 

All alone; yet in her arms | 
Your breaſt ſh» beat to love's alarms, 
Till bleft, and bleſſing, you ſhall own 
The joys of love are Joys: alone. "= 
The joys, &. 


8 O N G. 


SWEET are the banks when ſpring 8 
The verdant plants and laughing flowers, 
Fragrant the violet as it blooms, 
And ſweet the bloſſom after ſhowers : 
Swoet is the ſoft, the ſunny breeze, 
That fans the golden orange grove; 
But oh! how f weeter far than theſe 
The kiſſes of them id I love! 
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Le roſes, bluſhing in your beds, 
That with your odours ſcent the air: 
Ye lillies chaſte, with ſilver heads, 
As ſweet Cleora's boſom fair; 
No more I court your balmy ſweets, 
For], and I alone, can prove 
How ſweeter when each other meets 
The kiſſes of the maid I love. 
Her tempting eyes my gaze inclin'd, 
Their pleaſing leflon firſt I caught, 
Her ſenſe, her friendſhip next confin'd 
The willing pupil ſhe had taught. 
Should fortune, ſtooping from her ſky, 
Conduct me to her bright alcove: 
Yet like the turtle I ſhould die 
Denied the kiſs of her I love. 


THE BUSY FLY. 


BUSY curious thirſty Fly 
Drink with me and drink as I; 


Freely welcome to my cup, 
Could'ſt thou fip and ſip it up: 


Make the moſt of life you may, 
Life is hort and wears away. , 
Both alixe are mine and thine, 

ZTeftening quick to their decline; 
Thine's a Summer mine's no more, 
Tho repeated to threeſcore; 


Threeſcore ſummers when they're gone 


Will appear as ſhort as one. 
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O every hill, in every grove, 


Along the margin of each ſtream, 


Dear conſcious ſcenes of former love, 


Imourn, and Damox is my theme. 
The hills, the groves, the ſtreams remain, 
But Damon there I feek in vain. 


Now to the moſſy cave I fly, 
Where to my ſwain I oft have ſung. 
Well pleas'd the browfing goats to ſoy, 
As o'er the airy ftzep they hung, 
The moſſy cave, the goats remain, 
But Da xo there J ſeek in vein. 


Nor thro' the rambling valeT pafs, 
And ſigh to fee t Fe well known ſhate, 
Lweep, and kiſs the bended graſs, 
Where love and Damox fondly play. 
The vale, the ſhade, the graſs remain, 
But Dawox there I ſeek in vain. 


From hill, from dale, each charm is fled, 


Groves, flocks and fountains pleaſe no more, 
Each flower in pity d-oops its head, | 
All nature does my loſs deplore. 


All all reproach the faithleſs ſwain. - 


Let Damon fill I ſeek in vain. 


S ON G. 
HOW much ſuperior beauty awes, 
The coldeſt boſoins find, 


But with refiſtleſs force it draws, 
To ſenſe and virtue join'd. 
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4 he caſket, where to outward ſhow, 
The artiſt's hand is ſeen, 


Ts doubly valu'd when we know ; 
It hoids a gem vidun.” | i 
MY days have been ſo wondrous fre 
The little birds that fly 
With careleſs eaſe from tree to tree, 
Were but as bleſs'd as I. 
Aſle gliding waters if a tear Bo gs 
Ot mine increas'd their ſtream ; ; 
Or aſk the flying gales if cer 1 
T Jent à ſigh to them. 
i 
"i But now my former days retire, 
. And Pam by beauty caught, 
10 The tender chains of tweet detire, _ 
3 Are fixed upon my thought. 5 
1 An eager hope within my breaſt, 
1 Does every hope controul; 
5 And lovely NAxcx ſtands confeſt, : 
5 The fav'rite of my ſoul. SD . 
| hl Ne nightingales, ye twiſting pines, 1 
. Ve Twains, that haunt the ove. 
WW 8 echoes, breezy 54 
N e cloſe retreats of love: 
4 | With all of nature, all of art, 
. Aſſiſt the dear deſign; 
. O teach a young unpractis d heart, 
. To make her ever mine. 
Wl. The very thought of change I hate, | 
1 As much as of deſpair, = 
1111118 Pa 
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(2 
Nor ever covet to be great, 

Vnleſs it be for her. | 
"Tis true the paſſion in my mind, 
Is mix'd with ſoft diſtreſs, 


Yet while the fair I love is kind, 
I cannot with it leſs. 


— („ 
TRE DEBTORS WELCOME. 


WELCOME, welcome, brother debtor, 
To this poor but merry place, 
Where no bailiff, dun or ſetter, 
Dare to ſhew his frightful face. 


But kink Sir, as you're a ftranger, 
Down your garniſi you muſt lay, 
Or your coat will be in danger, 
You muſt either rip or pay. 


| Ne'er repine at your confinement, | 
From your children and your wife, 

Wiſdom lies in in true reſignment, 
Thro' the varions ſcenes of of life. 


Scorn to feel the leaſt reſentment: 
Tho? beneath the frowns of fate, 
Knaves and bevgars find contentment, 
Fears and cares attend the great. 


Tho? our creditors are ſpightful, 
And reſtrain our body here, 

Uſe will make a gaol delightful, 

Since there's nothing elſe to fear. 


Ev'ry iſland's but a priſon. 
| Strongly guarded by the ſea, 
| Kings and princes for that reaſon, 
Pris'ners are as well as we. 


| 0X: 24+7 
What was it made Alexander, 
Weep at his unfriendly fate, 
*T was becauſe he could not wander, 
| Beyond the world's ſtrong priſon gate. 
For the world is alſo bounded, 
By the heavens and ftars above, 
Why ſhould we then be confounded, 
Since there's nothing free. but love? 


8 O N G. 

PLEASURE, goddeſs all divine, B 

Come, O come, my ſoul is thine; 7 

Come, O come, with graceful air, 

Come and drive away dull care; 1 

Care that ſuits with ſordid minds, 2 

Such as fear or av'rice binds; I 

= Selfiſh, ſulken, human brutes, 1 
il | Thoſe alone dull care beſt ſuits. | #7 

| 1 Bring with thee ſweet dimpled love, f 
1 Cupid will v ith pleaſure rove; N 
hacchus too muſt join the train. | 
| fl Bacchus prompts the jocund ſtrain; ] 


5 Merry Momus too appear, 
. 


|; Momus is a foe to care; 1 
| Let me, let me join the choir, 
1 Pleaſure is my ſou'ls deſire. 


-” mw 


I Til with Bacchus toſs the glaſs, 
And with Cupid toaſt my laſs; 
Or with waggiſh Momus laugh, 

| Thus Il love, and thus I'll quaff: 
Hence with all your ſober rules, 
WW. Wretched pedants, prating tools; 
| Mouſty morals I deſpiſe. 
th Love and mirth can make us wiſe... 
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8 O NG. | 
T HE women all tell me I'm falſe to my laſs, 
That J quit my poor Chloe and ſtick to my glaſs : 
But to you men of reaſon my reaſons I'll own, 
And if you don't like them, why—let them alone. 


Altho' I have left, the truth I declare, 

I believe ſhe was good, and I'm ſure ſhe was fair: 
But goodneſs and charms in a bumper I ſee, 

That make it as good and as charming as ſhe. 


My Chloe had dimples and ſmiles I muſt own, 
But tho? ſhe could ſmile in truth ſhe could frown : 
But tell me, ye loyers of liquor divine, | 
Did you e' er ſee a frown in a bumper of wine? 


Her lillies and roſes were juſt in their prime, 
Vet lillies and roſes are conquered by time; 

But in wine from its age ſuch a benefit flows 
That we like it the better the older it grows. 


They tell me, my love would in time have been cloy'd, 
And that beauty's in ſipid, when once tis enjoy d. 
But in wine I both time, and enjoyment deſcry, 

For the longer I drink, the more thirſty am I. 


Let murders, and battles, and hiſtory prove 
The miichiefs that wait upon rivals in love: 
But in drinking, thank heaven, no rival contends, 


For the more ve love liquor, the more we are friends. 


She too might have poiſon'd the joy of my life, 


With nurſes, and babies, and ſqualling and ſtrife: 


But my vine neither nurſes nor babbies can bring, 
And a big-belly'd bottle's a mighty good thing. 


We ſhorten our day when with love we engage, 
It brings on diſeaſes, and haſtens old age: 
Eut wine from grim death can its yotaries ſave, 


Andkeepout t'other leg when there's one in the grave. 
8 | e Perhaps 
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Perhaps, like her ſex, ever falſe to their word, 
She has left me, to get an eflate, or a lord: 

But my bumper, (regarding not title or pelf) 
Will ſtand by me when I can't ſtand my my{elf. 


Then let my dear Chloe no longer complain, 

She's rid of her lover, and I of my pain 

For in wine, mighty wine, many comforts I ſpy : 
Should you doubt what I ſay, take a bumper and try, 


- . 
IS there a charm, ye powers above, 
To eaſe a wounded breaſt ? 
Thro' reaſon's glaſs, to look at love, 
To viſh and yet to reſt? 
Let wiſdom boaſt, 'tis all in vain, 
An Empire o'er the mind; | 
Tis beauty, beauty holds the rem, 
And triumphs o'er mankind, 
And triumphs o'er mankind. 


. Thrice happy birds who on the ſpray. 
. Unartful notes prolong, g.. 
Your feather'd mates reward the lay, 
"i And yield to powerful ſong: 
. By nature fierce, without controul, 
The human ſavage rann 
Till verſe refin'd his ſtubborn ſoul, 
And civiliz'd the man, | 
And civiliz'd the man. 


Verſe turns aſide the tyrant's rage, 
And cheers the drooping ſlave; 
It wins a ſmile from ho ry age, 
And diſappoints the grave: 
The force of numbers muſt ſuccced, 


And 


try. 


And 


And art in vain the ſhip to guide; 


But ſhould the gracious powers prove kind, 


Safe to my long-loſt native ſhore, 


5 
And ſoothe each other ear, | 
Tho' my fond cauſe ſhould Phoebus plead, 
He'd find a Daphne here, I. 
He'd find a Daphne here. 


Did heav'n ſuch wond'rous gifts produce, 
To curſe our wretched race ; 

Say, muſt we all the heart accuſe, 

And yet approve the face? | 

Thus, in the ſun, bedaud'd with gold, 
The baſking adder lies; 

The ſwain admires each ſhining fold, 
Then graſps the ſnake, and dies, 
Then graſps the inake, and dies. 

C 
NOUGHT BUT LOVE. 


I N ſtorms when clouds obſcure the ſky, 
And thunder rolls, and lightning fly; 
In midit of all theſe dire alarms, 
I think, my Sally, on thy charms, 
The troubled main, 
And wind and tain, 
My ardent paſſion prove ; 
La ſh'd to the helm, 
Should ſeas o'erwhe!lm, 
I'd think on thee, my love. 


When rocks appear on every fide. 


In varied ſhapes when death appears, 
The thought of thee my boſom cheers. 


The troubled main, &c. 


Diſpel the gloom, and ſtill the wind, 
And waft me to thy arms once more; 


626 
No more the main, 
I'd tempt again, 
But tender joys improve ; 
I then with thee, 
Should happy be. 1 
And think on nought but love. 


Freren — | 
THE STREAMLET THAT FLOWAD ROUND. 


kf HER COT. © 

IHE ſtreamlet that flowed round her cot, 

1 All the charms of my Emily knew, 
1 Ho oft has its courſe been forgot 


' While pauſed her dear image to woo! 
| Believe me, the fond filver tide | 
S Knew from whence it deriv'd the fair prize 
OY For filently ſwelling with pride | 
[2 | 
i 


A It reflected her back to the ſkies. 
* nnen 
1 WHEN THE FANCY STIRRING ,. 


1 WHEN the fancy ſtirring bowl. 
Wakes its world of pleaſure, 

Glowing viſions gild my ſoul, 

je And life's an endleſs treaſure ; 

Wh. Mem'ry decks my wafted heart, 

i" Freſh with gay deſires, 


Rays divine my lenſes dart. y 
And kindiing hope inſpi res. ; 
4 Then who'd be grave, 
1 When wine can ſave : 
"_ The heavieſt ſoul from ſinking; 
5 And magic grapes, 
1/1 __ Give angel ſhapes, | 
1 To ev'ry girl we're drinking. 3 
var gl Her 
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Her ſveet benignity and love 
Shed their influence round me, 
Gather'd ills of tife remove. 
And leave me as they found me. 
'Tho' my head may ſwim, yet true # 7 
Still to nature's feeling; | 
Peace and beauty ſwin there too, 
And rock me as I'm reeling. 


Then who'd be grave, &c.” 


On youth's ſoft pillow tender truth 
ler penhive leſſon taught me: 

Aze ſoon mock'd the dream of youth, 
And wifdom wak'd and caught me. 

A bargain then with love I knock'd, 

To hold the pleafing gypſey. 

When wiſe to keep my boſom lock'd, 

But turn the key when tipſey. 


* Then who'd be grave, &c. 


When time aſſuag'd my heated heart, 
The grey-beard blind and ſimple, 
Forgot to cool one little part, 
Juſt fluſh'd by Lucy's dimple. 
That part's enough of beauty's type 
To warm an honeſt fellow: _. 
And tho? it touch me not when Tipe, 
It melts ſtill while I'm mellow. 
Then who'd be grave, & c.“ 
Life's a voyage, we all declare, 
With ſcarce a port to hide in; 
It may be ſo to pride or care, 
That's not a ſea I ride in; 
Here floats my ſoul, till fancy's eye 
Her realms of bliſs diſcover 322 
Bright worlds, that fair in profpect lie 
To him that's half ſeas over. 
* Then who'd be grave, &c. 
Sb 
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MY TEMPLES WITH CLUSTERS, Se. 


My Temples with cluſters of grapes I'll entwine, 


And barter all joy for a goblet of wine, 
Er ſearch of a Venus no longer Tl run, 
But fto and forget her at Bacchus's tun. 


Yet why this reſolve to relinquiſh the fair? 
Tis a folly with ſpirits like mine to deſpair ; 


For what mighty charms can be found in a glaſe, 


If not fill'd to the health of ſome favourite laſs? 


59 N r 5 | * 

Lis woman whoſe charms ev'ry rapture impart, 
And lend a new ſpring to the pule of the heart: 
The miſer himſelf (ſo ſupreme is her ſway). 


Grows a convert to love, and reſigns her his key. 


At the ſound of her voice, ſorrow lifts up her head, 


And poverty liftens well pleated from her ſhed; 
While age, in an extacy, hobbling along, 


— 


Beats time with his crutch to the tune of her ſong. 


_ Then bring me 4 gobblet from Bacchus's hoard ; 


The largeſt and deepeſt, that ſtands on the board 
T'll fill up a brimmer and drink to the fair; 
Tis the toaſt of a lover, and pledge me who dare. 


B L. UE EY E'D- NN. 
WHEN the rough North forgets to how], 
And ocean's biliows ceaſe to roll; 
When Lybian ſands are bound in froft, . 
And cold to Nova-Zembla's loſt ; 
When heavenly bodies ceaſe to move, 
My blue ey'd Axx I'll ceaſe to love. 


No more ſhall flowers the meads adorn, 
Nor ſweetneſs deck the roſy thorn ; 
Nor ſwelling buds proclaim the ſpring ; 
Nor parching heats the dog-ftar bring, 


? 
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Nor laughing hikes paint the grove; 
When blue ey'd Axn I ceaſe to love. 


No more ſhall joy in hope be found; 
Nor pleaſures dance their frolick round; 
Nor love's light god inhabit earth; 

Nor beauty give the paſſion birth; 
Nor heat to ſummer ſunſhine cleave, 
When blue-ey'd Naxxr I deceive. 


When rolling ſeaſons ceaſe to change, 
Inconſtancy forgets to range; | 
When laviſh May no more ſhall bloom; 
Nor gardens yield a rich perfume; 

When nature from her ſphere ſhall ſtart, . 
I'll tear my Naxxy from my heart. 
GUARDIAN ANGELS. 


GUARDIAN Angels, now prote& me, 

Send to me the man Ilove; 

Cupid, with thy bow dire& me, 
Help me, all ye powers above. 


Bear him my ſighs, ye gentle breezes, 


Say I love him to deſpair ; 
Tell it's for him I hive, 
Say it's for him I grieve, _ 
O! may my ſhepherd prove ſincere. 


Thro' ſome lonely ſhade I'll wander, 
Silent as the birds by night; 

Near to the brink of yonder fountain, 
Where firſt my ſhepherd bleſt my fight; 

Witneſs, ye groves and falls of water, - 
Echo, repeat the vows he ſwore; 

Can he forget me? | 

Can he reject me? 
Oh! muſt I never ſee ** more. 
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Does he love and yet forſake me, 
To admire a nymph more fair; 
If he's falſe Ill wear the willow, 
And eſteem the happy pair: 
Some lonely cave ſhall be my dwelling, 
Ne'er more the cares of life purſue; 
The Lark and Philomel 
Only ſhall hear me tell 
What makes me bid the world adieu. 


— 
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YOUTEs THE SEASON. Se. 


YOUTHS: the ſeaſon made for joys, 
Love is then our duty, 
She alone who that employs, 
Well deſerves her beauty. 
Let's be gay, 
While we may, 
Beauty's a flower, deſpis d in decay. 


Let vs drink and ſport to- day, 
Our's is not to-morrow. 
Love with youth flies ſwift away, 
Age is nought but ſorrow, 
Dance and fing, 
_ Time's on the wing. 
Life never knows the return of ſpring. 


NAN OF THE VALE 
IN a ſmall pleaſant village by nature compleat 
Of a few honeſt Peaſants the quiet retreat, 


There lived a young laſs of ſo lovely a mien, 
As ſeldom at balls or at courts can be ſeen, 


The ſweet damaſk roſe was full blown on her cheek, 
The lilly diſplayed all its white on her neck, 
The lads of the village all trove to prevail. 


And callec her with rapture 1 ſweet Nax of the „ 
ir 


* 

Firſt, young Hop cz ſpoke his paſſion” till quite out of 
breath, 

Crying wounds he could hug her andkiſs her to death, 

And Dicx with her beauty was ſo much poflehed,, 

That he loathed his food, and abandoned his reft, 

But ſhe could find nothing in them to endear, 

So ſent each way with a fea in his car, 

And ſaid no ſuch boobies could tell a love- tale, 

Or bring to compliance ſweet Nax of the Vale. 


Till Roctx the ſmarteſt of all the gay green, 
Who late on a frolick to London had been, 

Came back much improved in his air and addreſe, 
And boldly attacked her not fearing ſucceſs. 


He ſaid heaven formed ſuch ripe lips to be kiſſed, 


And preſſed her ſo cloſe that ſhe could not reſiſt, 
He ſhe Wed the dull clowns the right way to aſſail, 
And brought to compliance ſweet Nax of the Vale, 
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WOULD you paint the charming fair 
Form'd to tooth my every care, 

Let her perſon graceful be; 

She's the only girl for me, 


Let her features all expreſs 
Beauty, love and tenderneſs ; 
Lot her face and mind agree ; 
She's the only girl for me. 


She whoſe radiant eyes impart 
Tranſport to the captive heart, 
Where we power and pity ſee ; 
She's the only girl for me. 


Pleaſing ſmiles, and dimples fleck, 
Tincture on her blooming cheek ; . 


| (33-3 
Let all art a ſtranger be; 
She's the only girl for me. 


In whoſe lovely form we find 1 

All that's courteous, all that's kind; e 

From affected vapours free; . 

She's the only girl me. | p B 
If on earth a nymph there dwell, | 

Who doth thus her ſex excel: F 

Wiſe and virtuous, fair and free; | 

Brighteſt BELLA! thou art ſhe. 


— ü. Oo 
THE UNEXPERIENCED MAID. 
YOUNG I am, and yet ynſkil'd | 
How to make a lover yield ; 
How to keep and how to gain, 
When to love and when to feign. 
Take, me, take me, ſome of you, 
While I yet am young and true; 
Ere I can my ſoul diſguiſe, | 
Heave my breaſts, and roll my eyes. 
Stay not till T learn the way 
How to lie and to betray ; | 
He that has me firſt is bleſt 
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THE BEE 
A BUSY humble BEE am I, 
That ange the garden ſunny; 
From flower to flow'r I changing fly, 
And ev'ry flow'r's my honey. 


| ih For I may deceive the reſt. 
Could I find a blooming youth, : 
| 41 Full of love and full of truth, 

| * | Brifk, and of a janty mein, 

| [| I ſhould long to be fifteen. | 

| Wit | 15 | 25 N 


2 3 
— * 


14 

31 

» 7 

Ni 1 
* 4 I; 

1 

| : 

14 


Bright 


t 


C33] 


Bright Chloe, with her golden hair, 
Awhile my rich jonquil is, | 
Till, cloy'd with fipping Nectar there, 
1 1hift to roſy Phillis. 


But Phillis's ſweet opening breaſt, 
Remains not long my ſtation; 
For Kitty muſt be now addreſs'd, 
My ſpicy breath'd carnation. 
Yet Kitty's fragrant bed J leave, 
'To other flow'rs I'm rover ; 
And all in turns my love receives 
The gay wide garden over. 


Variety that knows no bound, 

My roving fancy edges, 

And oft with Flora Iam found, 
In dalliance under hedges ; 

For as I am an arrant BEE, 


Who range each bank that's ſunny, | 


Both fields and gardens are my fee, 
And ev'ry flow'r's my honey. 


F i 
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NO longer let whimſical ſongſters compare 
The merits of wine with the charms of the fair; 


I appeal to the men to determine between 


A tun-velly'd Bacchus and Beauty's fair Queen. 


The pleaſures of drinking henceforth I reſign, 
For tho? there is mirth, yet there is madneſs in wine: 
Then let not falſe ſparkles our ſenſes begu 


lle. 


De gay, GC, 


And every, &c 


'Tis the mention of Chloe that makes the glaſs ſmile- 


Her 


6: 34*) 
Her beaties with rapture my ſenſes inſpire, - 
And the more I behold her, the more I-2dmire ! 
But the charms of her temper and mind I.adore.! 
Theſe virtues ſhall bleſs me when beauty's no more. 


Bid! 
und 


How happy our days when with love we engage 
Tis the tranſports of youth; tis the comfort of age 
But what are the joys of the bottle or bo ul? 

Wine tickles the taſte, love enraptures the ſoul ! 


A ſot, as he riots in liquor, will cry, 

The longer I drink, the more thirſty am I. 

From this fair confeſſion *tis plain, my good friend 
You're a toper eternal, and drink to no end. 


Your big-velly'd bottle may raviſh your eye, 
But how foolith you look when your bottle is dry ? 
From woman, dear woman, ſweet pleaſure muſt ſpring, 
Nay, the Stoicks muſt own it—ſhe is the beft thing. 
Yet ſome praiſes to wine we may juſtly afford; Vit 
For a time it will make one as great as a loro 
But woman, for ever* gives tranſport to man, 


And I'll love the dear ſex —aye as long as I can. N 
8 he 

Ems | 8 2 1 8 | Or 
YE balmy gales, that gently blow FP 5 


Where loves ferenely play ;— 
Ye zephyrs mild, that hear my woe, 
And bear my ſighs away : 


O let your halcyon wings entwine 

My Dz11a's roſeate grove, 
And as ſhe courts your breath divine, 
Ah whiſper that I love! 


% 


Bid 


N 
id her of ev'ry joy, impart 

A portion to my ſoul, 
und waft the ſigh that rends my heart 
To kindle in her nin. 


e. 1 
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HE ſun was ſunk beneath the hill, 
The weſtern clouds were lined with gold; 
The ſky was clear, the winds were fill, 
The flocks were pent within the fold: 
end nen from the ſilence of the grove, 
oor Damon thus deſpaired of love. 
5 ho ſeeks to pluck the fragrant roſe 
"EH From the bare rock or oozy beach, 
ins ho from each barren weed that grows 
Tour 


Expects the grape or bluſhing peach, 
Vith equal faith may hope to find _ 
he truth of love in womankind. _ 


have no herds, no fleecy care; 

No fields that wave with golden grain, 
lo paſture green, nor garden fair, 

A damiel's venal heart to gain; 

hen all in vain my. fighs muſt prove, 
or, I alas! have naught but love. 


ow wretched is the faithful youth, 

Since womens hearts are bought and fold ! 
hey aſk not vows of facred truth; 
When'er they ſigh, they figh for gold; 
old can the frowns of ſcorn remove, 
t I, alas ! have nought but love. 


o buy the gems of Indies coaſt; 8 
What wealth, what treafure can ſufhce ? 


Bid 
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Not all their fire can ever boaſt 
Ihe living luſtre of her eyes; | 
For theſe the world too cheap would prove, 


But 


I, alas! have nought but love. 


Oh, SrzviA, ſince nor gems nor ore 
Can with your brighter charms compare ; 
Conſider that I proffer more, 


More ſeldom found 


—a heart ſincere ! 


Let treaſure meaner beauties move _ 
Who pays thy worth, muſt pay in love. 


HOW oft, Lovis A, haſt thou ſaid, = _ 
(Nor wilt thou the fond boaſt diſoyn) 


3 ON 6. 


Thou would'f not loſe Ax T HONTO's love, 
To reign the partner of a throne. 


And by thoſe lips that ſpoke ſo kind ! * 
And by that hand I preſs'd to mine! 


To 
I 


* a ſubject nation's love, 
wear I would not part with thine. 


Then how, my ſoul can we be poor. 


Who own what kingdoms could not buy! 
Of this true heart thou ſhalt be queen, 
And, ſerving thee, a monarch I. 


Thus uncontroul'd in mutual bliſs, 
And rich in love's exhauſtleſs mine, 


Do 


thou ſnatch treaſures from my lips, 


And Tl take kingdoms back from thine. 


CEE TER 


THE MANSION OF PEACE, - . 


SOFT zephyr, on thy balmy wing, | 


Thy gentleſt breezes hither bring; 


Her 


He 


LE 


1 love my love becauſe L know my love loves me. 


Oh! cruel were his parents, who ſent my love to ſea 


O ſhould it pleaſe thy pitying powers, to call me to 
Td claim a guardian angel's care, around my love 


To guard him . all dangers, how happy ſhould I be- 
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Her ſlumbers guard ſome hand divine, 
Ah! watca her with a care like mine. 


A IN. 


A roſe from her boſom has ſtray'd, ” x 
I'll ſeek to replace it by art; {| 

But no, twill her ſlumbers invade, ? 
Il wear it, fond youth, next my heart. 


Alas! filly roſe, hadſt thou known, 

Twas Daphne that gave thee that place, 

Thou re'er from thy ſtation hadſt flown : - 
Her boſom's the man ſion of peace. 


LASS OF BEDLAM. 


One morning very early, one morning in the ſpring, | 

T heard a maid in Bzpram, who mournfully did ſing, 

Her chains ſhe rattled on her hands, while ſweetly 
thus ſung ſhe ; 


And cruel, cruel, was the ſhip that bore my love 
away, 

Yet I love his parents, fince they, re his, altho they've 
ruined me; 

And J love my love, becauſe ! . loves me 


the ſley, 


to fly 


For 1 love my love, 1 e I know my love loves me 
PI 
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I'll make a ſtrawy garland, I'll make it wondrous fine 
With roſes, lilies, dai fies, I'll mix the eglantine, 
And T'll preſent it to my love, when he returns from 
| | ſea, X | pf ; 

For I love my love, becauſe I know my love loves me. 


Oh! If Iwere a little bird, to build upon his breaſt. 

Or if I were a Nightingale, to ſing my love to reſt, 

To gaze upon his lovely eyes, all my reward ſhoul4 
be, 5 | 

For JI love my love, becauſe I know my love loves me. 


Oh! if I were an Eagle, to ſoar into the ſky, 

I'd gaze around with piercing eyes, where I my love 
might ipy ; | 

But oh! unhappy maiden that love you ne'er ſhall ſee 

YetT love my love, becauſe I know my love loves me 


— ——_— — 
S ON 6. 
W H Y ill Fox BEI A. while I gaze, 


My raviſh'd eyes reprove, 
And chide them from the only face 
They can behold with love. 


To ſhun your ſcorn, and eaſe my care, 
I feek a nymph more kind, 

And while I rove from fair to fair, 
Still gentle uſage find, 


But ah ! how faint is every joy, 
Where nature has no part; 
New. beauties may my eyes employ, 


KFBut you engage my heart. 
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love 


| ſee 


me 
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Soreſtleſs exiles, doomed to roam, 


Meet pity every where, 25 
Let languiſh for their native home, | 
Tho' death attends them there. 


— angry 2 


JEM OF ABERDEEN. 


THE tuneſul lavrocks cheer the groves, 
And ſweetly ſmells the ſummer green: 
No o'er the maid I love to rove, 
i' bonny Jew of Aberdeen. 


Whene'r we fit beneath the broom, 
Or wand'ring o'er the ſea ; 

He's always wooing, wooing, wooing, 
Always wooing me. 


He's freſh and fair as flow'rs in May, 


The blitheſt lad on the green; 
How ſweet the time will paſs away, 

With bonny JE of Aberdeen. 2 
. Whene'er we ſit, &c. 
Wi'joy J leave my father's cot, ; 

Wi'ilka ſport of glen or green. 
Well pleas'd to ſhare the humble lot, 

Of bonny JEM of Aberdeen. 

| Whene'er we it, &c. 
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KATHHELINE SAT ALL ALONE. 


KATEELINE fat all alone, 
Not a ſoul be ſide her, 
While from Teddy who was gone, 
Oceans did not divide her; 
C 2 His 
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His pipes which ſhe'd been us'd to hear, 
Careleſs left behind him; 

The thought ſhe'd try her woes to cheer, 

Till once again ſhe'd find him: 

Tvill not do you loodle loo, 
Arrah now be eaſy, 

Ted was born with grief to make 
Kathaline run crazy. 


She takes them up, and lays them down, 
And now her boſom's panting, 
And now ſhe'd ſigh, and now ſhe'd frown, 
For Teppy ftill was wanting; 
And now ſhe plays her pipes again, 
The pipes of her dear Teddy, 
And makes them tune his fav'rite ſtrain, 
Arrah be eaſy Paddy. | 
Ah! *twill not do you loodle loo, 
Arrah now be eaſy, | 
Ted was born with grief to make 
Katheline run crazy. 


Teddy from behind a buſh, 

Where he'd long been liſt'ning, 
- Now like licht'ning forth did ruſh, 

His eyes with pleaſure glift'ning, 

Snatching up the pipes he play'd, 
Pouring out his pleaſure, 

Whilſt half delighted, half afraid, 
Kate the time did meaſure ; 

Ah! that will do my loodle loo, 
Arrah now Tam eaſy, - 

Ted was born with joy to make 
Katheline run crazy. | 


n | 
NUMBERLESS KISSES 


DE AR Chloe, come give me ſweet kifſes, 


For ſweeter no Girl ever gave; 
But why in the midſt of my bliſſes, 

Do you aſk me how many I'd have? 
I'm not to be ſtiated in pleaſure, 

Then pr'ythee, dear Chloe, be kind, 
For fince I love thee out of meaſure, 

To numbers I'll not be confined. 


| Count the bees that on Hybla are playing, 


Count the flow'rs that enamel the fields; 


| Count the flocks that on Tempe are ſcraying,. 


Or the grain that rich Sicily yields; 
Count how many ſtars are in heav'n, 
Go number that ſtands on the ſhore; 
And when ſo many klſſes you've giv'n, 
I fill ſhall be aſking for more. 


Te heart full of love let me hold thee, 
A heart which, dear Chloe, 1s thine ; 


In my arms I weuld ever enfold thee, 


And circle thee round hke a vine. - 
What joy can be greater than this is? 
My lite on thy lips ſhall be ſpent : 
But the wretch who can number his kiiſes, 
Will always with ſew be content. 


$ O N-6. 
BY the gayly circling glaſs 
We can tee how minutes paſs ; 
By the hollow caſk are toid. 
How the waining nizht grows old. 
þ FD C 3 


Soon 
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Sven, too ſoon, the buſy day 
Drives us from our ſport and play. 
What have we with day to do? | ; 
Sons of care! twas made for you. 


. - \.- 


A SAILORS LIFE AT SE 
WHEN the anchor's weigh'd, and the ſhip's unmgor's> | 
And landimen lag behind, fir; | | 
The fatlor joyful ſkips on board | 5 A 
And iwearing prays for a wind, fir, &c. 


Towing; here, yehoing there, 
Steadily, read ly, chearily. merrily, 
Still from care, and thinking free, is a fa llor's Lie at fea. * 


When we ſail with a freſh'ning breeze, 
Ard landimen all grow ſick, fir, 
The ſailor lolls with his mind at gaſe, 
And the ſong and the can go quick, fir. | = 


Laughing here, quafſing there, fleadily, & c. 


When the wind at 3 whiftles o'er the deep, 
And ſings to landſmen dreary, 
The ſallor fearleſs goes to ſleep, | 1 
Or takes his watch moſt cheary. | 
Boozing here, ſnoozing there, ſteadily, &c. 
When the fky grows black and the wind blows hald, 5 
And landſmen fkulk below, fir, | | 
Jack mounts up to the top-1ail yard, 
And turns his quid 2s he goes, ſir, 
Howling here, Bawling there, ſteadily, &c. 
When the foaming waves run mountain high, 
And landimen cry, All's gone, fir, 
The ſailor hangs twiæt fea and ſly, 
Ana he jokes with Davy Jones, fir. 


Daſliin o 


„5 
Daſhing here, claſbing there, ſteadily, &c. 


When the ſhip dy'ſee becomes a wreck 
And landſmen hoift the boat, fir, 

Ihe ſailor ſcorns to quit the deck, 
While a ſingle plank's a float, fir. 


Swearing here, tearing there, ſteadily, & c. 


> rr 
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A H the ſwain's mournful Tate, eg 
When doom'd to love, and doom'd to languith ; 
To bear the ſcornful fair one's hate, 
Nor dare diſcloſe his angutth. 


Yet eager looks and dying ſighs, 
My 12cret foul diſcover ; 
While rapture trembling thro* my eyes, 
Revezl; how much I love her. 


Ihe tender glance the redd'ning cheek, 
O'erſpread with riſing bluſhes; 

A thouſand various ways they ſpeak, 
A. thouſand various wiſhes, 


For, oh, that form ſo keavenly fair, 
Thoſe languid eyes ſo ſweetly ſmiling ; 
That artleſs Pluln and modeſt air, 
So artfully beguiling | 


Thy every look and every grace, 
So charms whenever I view thee ; 
Till death o'ertake me in the chace, 
Still will my hopes purſue thee. 


Then when my tedious hours are paſt, 
Be this laſt bleſſing given; 
Low at thy fect to breathe my laſt, 
And die in fight of heaven. 
C 4 SONG 
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_ STILL in hopes to get the better 

Of m * bers fate I try; | Br 

Swear this momeat to forget her, | : 
And the next my oath deny. 


Now prepared with ſcorn to meet her, 
Ev'ry charm in thought I brave; 
Then Skins fly to meet her, 
And confels 3 her ſlave. 


-x3 


— — 


THE PLOUGHMAN. ; 


1 THAT once was a ploughman, a ſailor am now, 
No hirk that aloft in the fy 
Ever flutter'd his wings to give ſpeed to the plough, 
Was ſo gay and ſo careleſs as I. 
But my friend he was a carpenter, a board a king's 
ſhi 
And C ax'd me to go juſt to ſea fora trip. 
And he talk'd of ſuch thinss, 
As if fatlors were kings, 
And ſo teazing did k ep, 
And ſo teazing did keep, ; 
That I left my poor r plough, o g Wat in the deep. 
No longer the horn. 
Call'd me up in the morn, 
No longer the horn, 
Call'd me up in the morn, 
I truſted to the carpenter, and the inconſtant wind, 
That made me for to go and le AVC my dear behind. 


J did 


( 45 ) | 
J did not u wk Be fore be aboard a "IS, 11 
When in danger, there, no door to creep out; g 
I like jolly tars, T like bumbo and flip, 
But I did not like rocking about: 
Byne and bye came a hurricane, I did not like that 
"Next à battle, that many 2 filor l- y flat, 
Ab, cried I, who would roam 
That like me had a home, 
When I'd ſow, and I'd reap, 
When I'd ſow, and I'd reap, 
Ere g left my poor pl. ugh, to go plough in the denp. 
Whore, fo lweetly the hora | 
C3l'd me up in the morn, 
VETS, ſo 1wectly the horn 
Call'd me up in the morn, 
Ere I truved the carpenter and he Cons ant wind 
That made me for tg 80 andi leave 23 7 dear benind. 


At laſt ſafe J landed and in « Whole fin, 
Nor did I make Iny long Ra y i 
fre I found my friend who Laſt'd for my kin. 
Father dead anc my wile ran away, 
Ah , who but thy, {319 I, ha fi thou to blame, 
Vives lofing. their hufbands of loſe a good name. 
Ah, why did I roam, 
When To happy at home, 
I could fow, 1 cout reap, 
I could ſow, I could reap, 
Ere I leſt my poor plough go plough in the deep. 
Where ſo ſweetly the horn 
Call'd me up in the morn, 
Where, ſo 1weetly the horn 
Call'd me up in the morn, 
Ere I truſted the carpenter and the . wind, 


That made me for to go and leave my dear belund. 
Why 
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Why, if that be the caſe, ſaid that very ſame f1icn 
And you bent no more minded to roam, 
 Gr's a make of the fiſt, your care's at an en, 
Dad's alive, and your wife ſafe at home, 
Stark ftaring with joy, I Jeaped out of my ſkin, 
__ Rils'd my wife, mother, ſiſter, and the reſt of my kin, 
Now, cried I, let them roam, 
Who want a good home, 
J am well, ſo I'll keep, 
I am well, fo I'll keep, 
Nor again leave my plouzh go plough in the deep, 
Once more {hall the horn, 
Call me up in the morn, 
Ouce more ſhall he horn, 
Call me up in the morn, | 
Nor ſhall any damn'd carfindo nor the inconſtant 
wind, 
E'er tempt me to go and leave my dear behind. 


— — 


— 
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C H ! how 1h! J in language weak, 
My aident paſſion tell, | 


! 


Or from my fault ring tongue e er ſpeak, 
That cruel word farewel ! 

Parewel—but know, tho' thus we part, 
My thoughts can never ftray : 

Go where I will, my conftant heart 
Muſt with my charmer ſtay. 


BRIDAL DAY. 


WHAT virgin or Hheperd of valley or grove, 

* Willenvy my innocent lays; | 

Tt e ſong of the heart and the offspring of love, 
When ſurs in my Corydon's praile ; 


Oer 


1 


Cer brook and o'er brake as he hies to the bower, 


Tr 
Jlow I. ghtſome my ſhepherd can trip; 1 
And fure when of love he deſcribes the ſoft power, 
The Loney dew drops from his lip. 
in, How ſweet is the primroſe, the violet how ſweet, 


And ſweet is the eglantine breeze; 
But Corvdon's kiſs, when by moon-light we meet, 
'Fo me 1s far ſweeter than thele ; 
T bluſh ai ins raptures, I hear all his vowe, 
I figh when J offer to ſpeak ; | 
And O what delight my fond boſom o'erflows, 
When I feel the ſoft touch of his cheek, 


Reſponkve and ſhrill be the notes from the ſpray, 
Let the pipe thro' the village relound ; 
| Be {miles on each face, oh ! ye thephords to-day, 

land ring the bells merely und; | 

Your favours prepare my companions with ipeed, 
ATTY me my bluſhes to lade; 

A twelve-monih ago, on this day I agreed, . 
Jo be wy loy'd Corydon's beide. 


WHEN WILLIAM AT EVE. 
WHEN William at eve nicets ine down at the flyle, 
How {wcet is the Nightingale's long! 
Of the day I forget all the labour and toil, 
Whilſt the moon plays yon branches among. 


By her beams, without bluſhing, I hear him complain, 
And believe every word of his Jong : 

You know not how ſweet tis to love the dear ſwain 

Whilſt the moon plays yon branches among. 


DOWN 
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e THE BURN, DAVY LOVE. 


W HEN trees did bud. 2nd Beide were green, 
And broom bloom'd fair to ſee ; 
When Mary was complete fifteen, 
And love laugh'd in her eye; 
Blithe Davy's blinks her heart did move 
To ſpeak her mind thus free ; 
Gang down the burn, Davy love, 
And I will follow thee. 


Pow n che burn, & Cre 


Now Davy did each lad ſurpaſs, 
That dwelt on this burn fide; 

And Mary was the bonnieſt labs, 
Juſt meet to be a bride . 

Her cheeks were roſy, red and white, 
Her een was bonny blue, 

Her looks were like Aurora bright, 
Her lips like droping dew. 


Blithe Davy' © blinks, & c. 


As down the burn they took their way, 
What tender tales they ſaid, 
His cheeks to her he aft did lay, 

And with her boſom play'd ; 
Till baith at length impatient grown, 
Jo de mair fully bleſt, 
In yonder vale they lean'd them down 

Lov e wy ſaw the reſt. 

Blithe Gu s blinks, &c. 


As faith had dealt to him a'routh, 
Strait to the kirk he led her, 

here plighted her his faith and trouth, 
And a bonn y br ide he made her; 
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No more aſnam'd to own her love, 
Or ſpeak her mind thus free, 
Gans down the burn, Davy love, 
And J will follow thee. 
Down the burn, &c. 


CONTENTED MILLER. 


E OW happy 2. ftate does à miller poſſeſs, 
Who would be no greater, nor fears to be leſs, 
In his mill and himſelf he depends for ſupport, 
Which is better than ſervilely cringing at Court. 
Vhich is better than ſervilely cringing at Court. 


hat tno' he all duſty and powder'd does go, 
The more he is poryder'd the more like a beau: 
A clown in his dreſs may be honeſter far, 

Tnan a courtier who ſtruts in his garter and ſtar. 
Than a caurtier, &c, 


Tas his hands are ſo daub'd they're not fit to be ſeen, 
he hands of his betters are not very clean; 

A palin more polite may as dirtily deal; 

Gold in handling may Rick to the fingers like meal. 
Gold in handling. &c. 


What if, when a pudding for dinner he lacks, 

He cribs without ſcruple, from other men's ſacks, | 
In this a right noble example he brags, 

Wo borrow as freely from other men's bags. 
Who borrows, &c. „ 


Or ſhould he endeavour to heap an eſtate, 

In this too he'd mimic the tools of the ſtate, 
Whoſe aim is alone their own coffers to fill, 
And and all his concer's to bring griſt to his mill. 
And all his concern's, &c. 
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He eats when he is 1 he drinks when he's ary, 
And down when he's weary contented does he; 

Then riſes up cheerful to work and to fing 

If ſo happy & miller, then who'd be a King. 

i: fo happy a miller then who'd be a Eing. 
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SAILORS CONSOLATION. 
SEAN SING Jack was ſo comely, ſo pleaſant ſo jolly, 
nough wind blew great guns {till he'd whiſtle 
af Ing; 
Jack lov'd his Fei end and was true to his Molly, 
And if honour gives greatpeſs was as great as a King; 
One night as we drove with to reefs in our mainfa,, 
And the ſcud came on low'ring upon a lee thore ; 


Jack Vent up a-loit for to hang the top-gallant- fail A 


A pray w. Ts d him of and we ne'er {aw him more. 


But grieving's a folly, 
Come let us be jolly, 


If we've troubles at ſea, boys, we've pleaſures aſhore, 


Whiffling Tom ſtill of miſchief or fun in the middle, 
Thro' life in all weathers at random would j jog: 
He'ddance and he'd ſing and he'd play on the fiddle, 
And ſwig with an air his allowance of grog: 

Long fide of a Dun in a terrible trigate, 

As yard arm and yard arm we lay oil the ſhore, 

In and out Whillling Tom did fo caper and jig it; 


| That his head was ſhot off, and we ne'er {aw him more. 


But prieving's a folly, &c. 


Bonny Ben was to each Jolly meſs- mate a brother, 
He was manly and honeft, good-natured, and free, 
It ever one tar was more true than another, 

To his friend and his duty that ſailor was he: 


One 
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One day with the david to heave the cadge anchor, 
Ben went in the boat on a bold craggy ſhore: 5 
Ze overboard tipt, wien a ſhark, and a ſpanker, 

Soon nipt him in two, and we ne'er ſaw him more. 


But grieving's a folly, &c. 


But what of it all lads, ſhall we be down hearted, 
Becauſe that may happ'n we now take our laſt ſup; 
Life's cable muſt one cay or other be parted, 
And death in faſt mooring will bring us all up: 
But'tis alway the way on't, one ſcarce finds a brother, 
Fond as pitch, honeſt, hearty and true to the core; 
But by battle, or ſtorm, or ſome damn'd thing or other, 
He's poop'd off the hooks, and we nc'er fee him 
more. 
But grieving's a ſolly, &c. 
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SHANOMN'S FLOWERY PA NES. 


IN fummer when the leaves were green and bloſſoms 
| _deck'd each tree, | 
Young Teddy ther declared his love, his artleſs love 
. FL | 
On Shnannen's flowry banks we ſat and there he told 
; his tale 
O! Patty ſofteſt of thy ſex let fond love prevail. 
Ah! well-a-day you ſee me pine in ſorrow and 
deſpair. | 
Ah, no dear youth, I ſoftly ſaid, ſuch love demands 
my thanks, | EL. 
And here I vow eternal truth on Shannon's flow'ry 
8 banks, | | 
And then he vow'deternaltruth on Shannon's flow'ry 
r 
And 
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And chen we gatker'd frgnte flowers, and play'd | 
ſuch artleſs pranks, 


But woe is me the Preſs-gang came and forc — 
| Ned awav, | 
Tuſt when we nam'd next morning fair to be our 
wedding day, \ 


My love (he cry'd) they force me hence, but ſtill my 
heart is thine. 


All peace be your's, my gentle Pat, while war and 
toil is mine, 


With riches PI return to t. zee, J ſobb'd out wor. 


of thanks, 
And then we vow's eternal truth on Shannon's flows 7 
banks. 


And then I ſaw him ſail away and join the hoſtile 
Franks; | 

From morn to eve, for twelve dull months, his abſence 
ſad I mourn'd, 

The peace was made, the ſhip came back, but Teddy 7 
ne'er return'd ; 

His 8 face and manly form has won a nobler 

__ 


My Teddy's falſe, and I forlorn muſl die in ſad deſpai- 
Ye gentle maidens ſee me laid while you ſtand round 
in ranks, 


And plant a willow o'er my grave on Shannon's 


flow'ry banks. 


THE SKY-LARK. 


GO, tuneful bird that glad'ſt the ſkies, 
To Daphne's window ſpeed thy way ; 
And there on quivering pinions riſe, 
And there Fy vocal art diſplay. 
And 


d 
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And if ſhe deigns my notes to hear, 
And if ihe praiſe thy matin ſong, 


Tell her the ſounds that ſoothe her ear, 
To Damon's native plains belong. 


Tell her, in hvelier plumes array'd, 
The bird from Indian groves may ſhine, 


But aſk the lovely partial maid, 


What are his notes compar'd to thine ? 


Then bid her treat you witleſs beau, 
And all his flaunting race with ſcorn ; 
And lend an ear to Damon's wee, 
Who {ings her praiſe, and ſings forlorn. 


—— 


LET THE TOAST PASS. 


HERE's to the maid of baſhful fifteen, 
Likewiſe to the widow of fifty; 
Here's to the bold and extravagant queen. 
And here's to the houſewife that's thrifty. 
Let the toaſt paſs, 
Drink to the laſts, _ 
I warrant ſne'll prove an excuſe for the glaſs. 


Here's to the maicen whoſe dimples we prize, 
And likewiſe to her that has none, Sir; 
Here's to the maid with 2 pair of blue eyes, 
And here's to her ma, one, Sir, | 
| Fs Let the toaſt paſs, &c. 


Here's to the maid with a boſom of ſow, 
And to her that's as brown as a berry; 
And here's to the wife with a face full of woe, 
And here's to the girl that is merry. | 
| Let the toaſt pals, &c. 
Let her be clumſy, or let her be ſlim, 
Young or ancient, I care not a feacher; 
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So fill the Pint bumper quite up the brim, 
And ev'n let us toaſt them together. 
Let the APY Pats a &c. 


WOMEN AND WINE. 
WITH women and wine, I defy every care, 
For life without theſe is a bubble of air; 
With one cr the other, in pleaſure I roll, 
And a full flow of ſpirits enlivens my ſoul. 


Let grave, ſober mortals my maxims condemn, 


J never ſhall aer my conduct for them: 

] care not how much they my meaſures decline 

Let them have their own honour, and 1 v ll heve 
mine. 


Wine prudently us'd will our ſenſes i improve, 

Tis the {pring-tide of Efe, tis the fuel of love; 

And Venus ne'er look'd wich a ſmile ſo divine, 

As when Mars bound his head with a branch fron: 


the vine. 

Then come my dear charmer, thou nymph half 
divine, 

Firſt pledge me with 88 next pledge me with 
wine 


Then giv ing 28 taking! in mutual return | 
The torch of our loves mall eternally burn. 


But ſhould'ſt thou my paſſion for wine diſapprove, 


My Dumper Fil quit to be bleſt *ich thy love; 


For rather than forfeit the joys of my laſs, 
My bottle I'll N and demoliſh Fe ele fs. 


MIV FRIEND AND FITCHZR. 


'The wealthy fool with gold in tore, f 


Will fn defire to grow richer; 5 
Give 
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Give me but thete, I aſſe no more, 
My charming girl, my friend and pitcher. 
Ce My friend ſo rare, my girl ſo fair, 
With ſuch what mortal can be richer. 
Give me but theſe, a fig for care, 
With my ſweet girl, my friend and pircher. 


From morning ſun I'd never grieve 
To toil a hedger or a ditcher. 
If that when I come home at eve, 
I might enjoy my friend and pitcher. 
My friend ſo rare, &c. 


Tho' fortune ever ſkuns my door, 
T know not what can bewitch her; 
With all my heart can I be poor, 
With my ſweet girl, my friend and pitcher, 
My friend ſo rare, &c. 


— 


* 
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c S: O N. 
COME, come, my dear ſhepherds, our flocks we 
A _ muſt ſhear; | 


In your holiday ſuits with your laſſes appear: 
The happieſt of folks are the guiltles and free, 
And who are ſo gulltleſs, to happy, as Wwe? 


We harbour no paſſions by luxury tauglit; 
We practiſe no arts with hypocriſy fraught: 
What we think in our hearts you may reed in our 
| eyes, : | 
For, knowing no falſhood, we need no diſguiſe. 


By mode and caprice are the city dames led; 
But we as the children ot nature are bred; - 
| By 
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By cur bands alone we are painted and dre, 
For roſes will bloom when there's peace in the tro ff, 
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That giant, amlilion, we never can dread; 
Our roots are too low for ſo lofty a head; [ 
Content and ſweet chearfulneſs open our door; 

They {mile with the ſimple and feel with the pcor. 


When love has poſſeſs'd us, that fore we reveal; 
Like the flocks that we feed are the paſſions we feel: ; 
So harmleſs and fimple we ſport and we play, 


And leave to fine folks to deceive and betray. p 
. 
NOTHING LIKE GROG. 1 


A PLEAGUEY of thoſe muſty old lubbers, 
Who tells us to faſt and to think, 
And patient fall in with life's rubbers, 
With nothing but water to drink. 
A can of good ſtuff had they twigged it, 
Would have ſet them for pleaiure agog, 
And ſpite of the rules, 
And ſpite of the rules of the choch, 
The old fools would all of them ſwigzed it, 
And iwear there was nothing like Grog. 


My father, when laſt I from Guinea, 


Returned with abundance of wealth, 
Cried——} Ack. never be ſuch a ninny, 
_-Todr:ink—ſays I—father, your heaith, W {| 
So I paſſed round the ſtuff—ſoon he twizgg's it, 
And it ſet the old codger agog: | : 
And he ſwigged and mother, 
And ſiſter and brother, 
And I ſwigged, and all of us ſwigged it, 
And ſwore there was nothing Ike Grog. 


One 
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One day when the Chaplain was preaching, 
Behind him I curiouſly ſlunk, | 


And while he our duty was teaching, 


As how we ſhould never get drunk, 
f tipt him the ſtuff, and he ſwigged it, 
Which ſoon ſet his rev'rence agog, 
And he {wigged, and Nick {wicg's, 
And Bx ſwigg'd and Dicx ſwigg'd, 
And I ivigged, and all of us ſwizzed it, 
And fwore there was nothing like Grog. 


Then truſt me there's nothing as drinking, 
So pleaſant on this fide the grave, 
Ft keeps tte unhappy from thinking, 
And makes e'en the vahant, more brave. 
For me, from che moment I twigged it, 
The good ſtuff has ſo ſet me agog, 
Sick or well, late or early, 
Wind foully or fairly, 
T've conſt antly {wigged it, 
And damme there's nothing like Grog. 


Sn 


— 
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THE ſmiling morn, the breathing ſpring, 
Invite the tuneful birds to ſing, 

And while they warble from each ſpray, 
Love melts the univerſal lay : 

Let us, Amanda, timely wile, 


Like them improve the hour that flies, 


And in ſoft raptures waſte the day, 


Among the birks of Endermay. 


For ſoon the vinter of the year, 


And age, life's winter, will appear: 


1 


As this the iiving bloom vill fade, 


As that will ſtrip the verdant ſhade; : 
Our taſte of pleaſure then is o'er, 
The feather'd fongfters love no more, 
And when they droop, and we decay, 


Adieu the birks of Endermay. 


— — 
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EELIEVE my ſighs, my tears, my dear. 


Believe the heart you've won; 
Believe my vows to ycu ſincere, 
Or, Peggy, I'm undone : 
You ſay I'm fickle, apt to change 
At every face that's new ; 
Of all the girls I ever ſaw, 
I ne'er lov'd one like you. 


My heart was once a ftake of ice, 
Till thaw'd by your bright eyes; 
Then warm'd and kindled in a trice 
A flame that never dies: 
Then take and try me, and you'll find 
A heart that's kind and true 
Of all the girls I ever ſaw, 
I ne er lov d one like you, &c. &c. 


A HINT TO THE FAIR SEX. 


'TAINST the deſtructive wiles of man, 
Your hearts (ye fair ones!) guard; 
Their only ſtudy's to trepan, 
And play a trickſter” s card. 


Wich 


F 


1 
With ſtrange delight, poor women they ſlight, 
Amuſe, 5 5 belye: | | 
Hence, girls! Beware :—Look ſharp:— Take care: 
For men are wond'rous fly. | ; 
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That Por Eue, man, like him of old, 
A thouſand forms will take; 
His venal ſoul is all for gold; 
A crocodile or ſnake. 
See his dire threzd, this ſpread, 
To catch the female fly : | 
Hence, girls! Beware :—Look flarp :— Take care. 
For men are wond'rous fly. 


A porcupine by rage inſpired, 
At nympbs he dorts bis auills ; 
A bafilif;, by frenzy fir'd, 
His glance, like poiton, Kills. 
With fraudful arts, he Reals their hearts, 
Then throws the baubles by; 
Hence girls | Beware .—-Lock ſnarp:— Take care 
For men are wond'rous fly. 


Was the whole race of men to meet 
In one wide {preading plain, 
Of conſtancy, of faith to treat, 
And virtue's ſpotleis train: | 
To find 2 youth renown's for truth, 
Whole ages we might try =— | 
Hence, girls! Beware Lock ſharp:— Take care 
For men are uond'xous fly. 


HUS H EVERY BREEZE. 


HUSEH every breeze, let noching move, 
My Drrr4 ſings and ſings of love; 
"= Around 
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Around the winning graces wait, 
And calm contentment guard the ſeat. 


In the fweet ſhade, my Dz11a, ſtay, | 
You'll ſcorch thoſe charras more ſweet than May, 
ihe fun now rages in his noon, 

Tis pity ſure to part fo ſoon. 


Oh hear me, DzLIA, hear me now, 
Incline propitious to my vow, 
So may thy charms no changes prove, 
But bloom for ever like my love. 


> m0 PIO d 
PLATE. 
SK T3 Plato, why ſhould man be vain, 
Since bounteous Heay'n has made him great ? 
VW hy does he look with ſuch diſdain 
On thoſe undeck'd with vealch or ftate ? 
Can coſiir robes, or begs of down, 
Or all the gems that der k the fair; 
Can all the {tories of a crown, 
Give health or eaſe the Grow of cure 


The ſcepter'd king, the burthen'd Cave, 
The humble and the h2uzhty die; 
The rich, the poor, the baſe, the brave, 
In duſt without diſtinction lie. 
Go ſearch the tombs where monarchsreſt. 
Who once tne greateft titles wore ; 
Their wealth and glory are bereft, 
And ail heir honours are no more. 


So Aies the meteor thro? the Tries, 
And frreads along a pilded train; 
When ſhot, tis gone; its beauty dies, 
Diſſolxes to common air again. 
- 


ra 
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So ' tis with us, my jovial ſouls, 
Let friendſhip reign vhile here we ſtay; 
Let's crown our joys with flowing howls, 
When Jove commands we muſt obey. 


— . 


DESPATRING DAMS EA. 
TWAs when the {cas were roarins 
With hollow bits of wind, 1 | 
A damſel lay deplorin 7, 
All on 1 rock reclin'd : N 
Wide o'er the rolling hillows, 
She caſt a withful look; 
Her head was crown'd with willows, 
That trembled o'er the brook, 


Twelve months are gone and over, 
And nine long ber days, 
Why didit thou, vent'rous lover, 
Why didſt thou truſt the ſeas? | 
Ceaſe, ceaſe, then cruel ocean, ; 
And let my lover reſt : | 
Ah! what's thy troubled motion 
To that within my breaſt ! 


The merchant robb'd of treaſure, 


Views tempeſts in deſpair ; © 
But what's the loſs of treaſure * 
Io the loſing of my dear! "I Y 
Should you ſome coalt be laid on, 6 


Where N and di'monds grow, 
You'd find a richer maiden, 
But none that loves you fo. 


How can they ſay that nature 
Has nothing made in vain ; 
Why then beneath the water 
Do bideous rocks remain ? | 
| 3% Wi No 


Du the ladies I oft ave been charg'd with nepled, 
For the bottle they vow I have greater reſpect ; 
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No eyes the rocks diſcover, 3 
That lurk beneath the deep, 

To wreck the wand'ring lover, 
And leave the maid to weep. 


All melancholy lying | 
Thus wail'd the for her dear, 
Repaid each blaſt with ſighing 
Each billow with a tear: 
When o'er the white waves ſtooping. 
His floating corpſe ſhe ſpy'd, 
Then like a lily drooping, 
She bowed her head and dy'd. 


* 
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They cenſure my conduct, my words they intwine, 
Miss Bersz r they cry up, but down with the wine. 
I ſometimes muſt own they my ſpirits per plex, 
For, ſay what they will, T adore the dear ſex; 


Love andruth is the motto of Cupid's great ſhilue. 


But Bacchus's motto is love mirth and wine. 


V 
Gire ron but room, take a moment to think 


low in ſipid's ine lover who never could drink! 


But let him once taſte of the juice of the vine, 
He'il ſoon be convinc'd of the force of good wine, 


Obſerve me, ye fair, 1'1! this maxim ne'er ſcan, 


Pl! be the true lover, but OP up the man; 
What's wine without love? let your ſages define, 
Or dell me, ye lovers, what's love without wine? 


{Af 

06-1 
Brave prudes they may rail, and all, wond'ring declare 
How vulgarand drunken the i<!lows all are, 1 
But, under the roſe, I a truch muſt define, 
The hathes themſelves love a bumper of wine, 


Nor eis he the lover, when Chloe docs frown, 
Who runs to the brook with intention to drown : 
Mow my way's another, —all muſt approve mine, 
For, II muſt drown, it ſhall be in good wine 


Cie me love as it's meant, and I care not a ſtraw, 
Of the ſzme give me wine, and in neither no flaw : 
Since love tas the great and creative deſign, 

>oto keivhien that love was ſent us good wine; 


Sau, Why ſhould one bleffing another annoy, 
vince each was deign'd us in turn to enjoy? 
Let the puny tame lover for beauty repine, 
1c loves ike that chat's inſpu'd by good wine. 
——— EFF EI Pa 
THE PARTENG: £4 8 $: 
Li the Downs the fleet was moor'd, 
The ſtreamers waving with the wind, 
hen black-eyed Sus an came on board: 
Oh where ſhall I my true- love find? 
Tellme, ye jovial ta1lors, tell me true, = 


If my iweet WII LIAN fails among your crew? 


R> 


WILLIAM, „ho high upon the yard, 

Rock'd wich the billo;rs to and fro, 
Soon as her well-known voice he heard, 

He ſigh'd, and caſt his eyes below: 
The cord Ades quickly thro? his glowing hands, 
And quick as light'ning on the deck he ſtands. 
So the ſweet lark, high pois'd in air, 

Shuts cloſe his pinions to his breaſt 


re 1 | (If 


„„ 
(If chance his mateꝰs ſhrill voice ha hear) 
And drops at once into her neſt. 
The nobleft captain in the Britiſh fleet 
Might envy W1ztian's lips thoſe kiffes ſu eet. 


O Suſan; Suſan, lovely dear, 
My voys ſhall ever true remain; 
Let me K off that falling tear, 
Me only part to meet again: 8 
Change as ye liſt, ye winds, my heart ſhall be 
The faithful compaſs that Kill points to thee. 


Believe not what the landſmen ſay, 
Who tempt with doubts thy conftant mind : 
They'll tell thee ſailors, when away, 
In ev'ry port a miſtreſs find; 
Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee ſo, 
For thou art preſent whereſo'er J go. 


If to fair India's ccaſt we fail, | 
Thy eyes are ſeen in diamonds bright, 
Thy breath in Africk's ſpicy gale, 
Thy ſkin in ivory ſo white 
Thus e+'ry beautequs object that I view, 
Wakes in my ſoul ſome charms of lovely Sue. 


Tho' battles call me from thy arms, 
Let not my pretty Sufan mourn ; 
Tho? cannons roar yet ſafe from harms 


William ſhall to his dear return: a 


Love turns aſide the balls that round me fly, 
L.eeſt precious tears ſhould drop from Suſzn's eye. 


The boat ſwain gave the dreadful word, 
The fails their ſwelling boſom Tpread, 


No longer muſt ſhe tay aboard; | 
They kiſs'd; ſhe fighed ; he hung his head: 
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Her leſſening boat unwilling rows to land, 
Adieu, ſhe cries, and way'd her lilly hand. 


THE COOLUN. 
OH the hours I have paſt in the arms of my dear, 
Can never be thought on but with a ſad tear, 


Oh forbear, oh forbear then to mention her name 
It recalls to my memory the cauſe of my pain. 


How often to love me ſhe fondly has ſworn, 
And when parted from me ſhe'd ne'er ceaſe to mourn 
All hardthips ſor me would chearfully bear, 
And at nipht on my boſom forget all her care. 
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To ſome diſtant climate together we'll roam, 
And forget all the hardſhips we meet with at home 
Vatæ now be propitious and grant me thine aid, 
Give me my paſtora and I'm more than repaid. 


PUSH ABOUT THE JORUM. 


WHEN bick'rings hot to high words got, 

Break out at gamiorum, a 
The flame to cool, my golden rule 
ls puſh about the jorum, 

With fiſt on jug, tis Who can lug, 

Or ſzew me that glib ſpeaker 
Who her red rag in gibe can wag, 

While her mouth's full of liquor. 


Tf young men were of my ay, mind, 
T = never would be marry'd : 
They'd make their fond the beſt of wine, 


And crown their joys _ claret. 
3 


( & ) 
Let Bachus not think to out do us in drink, 
We'll victorious get before him; | 
At his hoard we will aboard, 
Till death we'll lift the jorum. 


Ye jovial fouls love flowing bowls, 

| And doat upon good liquor, 

Tuill crown your joys with hearty boys, 
No company is hae: 

The night we'll paſs with bottle and laſs, 

Their goblet's full before 'em, 

And while we toy with our dear joy, 

Weill puſh about the jorum. 


1 o = . 
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LEAVE, neighbours, your work, and to ſport and to 


Play, | 

Let the aber ſtrike up and the village be gay; 
No day thro” the year ſhall more cheerful he ſeen, 
For Ralph of the mill marries Sue of the green. 

T love Sue and Sue loves me, 

And while the wind blows, 

And while the mill goes, 

_ Who'll be ſo happy as we. 
Let lords and fine folks who for wealth take a bride, 
Be marrty'd to-day and to-morrow be cloy'd 
My body is ſtout, and my heart is as found ; 


And my love like my courage will never give ground. 


I love Sue, &c. 


Let ladies of faſhon the beſt jointures wed, 
And prudently take the beſt bidders to bed: 
Such ſigning and ſealing's no part of our blits, 
We ſettle our hearts, and we Teal with a kiſs. 
. 2 I loye Sue, &c. 
Tho 


rr 


1 
Tho' Raph is not courtly nor none of your beaus, 
Nor bounces nor flatters, nor wear your fine clothes, 
Yet nothing he'il borrow from folks of high liie, 
| Nor &er turn his back on his friend or his wife. 
BE ps I love Sue, &c. 


While thus I am able to work at my mill, 
While thus thou art kind and thy tongue but lie ſtill, 
Our joys ihali continue and ever be new, 


And none be ſo happy as Ralph and his Sue, 


I love Sue. & 


SWEET PASSION OF LOVE. 


THIS cold flinty heart it is you that have war's, 
You waken'd my paſſions, my lenſes have charm. 
In vain againſt merit and Cymon I ftroye, 

What's life without paſſion tweet paſſion of love ? 


The froſt nips the bud and the roſe cannot blow, 
From youth mat is froſt-nipt no nature can flow, 
Fiyſium to him but a deſert will prove, 

What's life without pallion ſweet paſſion of love? 


The ſpring ſhould be ::arm, the ſeaſon be gay, 

The birds and the flow'rets make blythſome ſweet 
May, | 

Love blefles the cottage, and ſing thro' the grove, 

What's life without paſſion, ſweet paſſion of love? 

MOLLY ASTORE. 

AS down on Banna's banks J ſtrayed one evening in 
May, a | | | 

IN The little birds with blitheſt notes made vocal every 

ſpray, 

| They 
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Or low'd for me the numerous herds that yon green 


Ah gra ma cree ma colleen oge ma Molly aſtore. 
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They ſung their little tales of love, they ſung thea; Su 
o'er and O'cT, 


Ah gramachree, ma colleen oge, ma Molly aſtore. Al 
The daizy pied and all the ſweets che dawn of nature 
yields AT 
The primroſe pale, the vi let blue, E ſcatter'd o'er 
the elde, N T} 


Suck fragrance 1 in the boſom hes of her whom I adcre, 
A gra ma cree ma colleen oge ma Molly aſtore. 


L laid me donn upon a benk bewailing my ſad fate, 
That dcomed me thus a Slave to loye and cruel 
Molly's! nate 
a Ai — 7 
how can hs break the hone 1 that wears her 
nt 4 COre, 
An grama chree ma colicen oge ma Molly aſtore. 


You aid 5cu iov'd me, Molly dear, ah, 85 did 
I believe! 
Yetwao could think ſuck tender words were meant 
bu: to deceive? 
272 Was ill aſced on earth, nay heaven could 
de no more. ; 0 
d gra ma CICE ma collen oge ma Molly aſtore. 
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A Dad J ail the locks that graze on vonder N 
hill, 


ature fill, 
With her {love I'd gladly ſhare my kind and fleecy 
fore 


Two turtle doves above my head ſat courting one 
bough, 
I envy'd them theirhappineſs to ſee them bill ng cory 
uc 


the 


uch 
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Such fondneſs once for me was thewn, but now alas 
tis o er, | 
Ah gra ma cree ma collzn oe ma Molly aſtore. 


Then fare thee well my Molly dear, thy loſs I e er 
hall moan, 
While life rem: ins in Strephon's heart tu ill beat for 
thee alone, 
Tho! thou art falſe may heaven on thee its choice 
bleſſings pour, 
Ah ora ma tree ma colleen oge ma Molly aſtore. 


THE WANDERING SAILOR. 
THE wand'ring Sailor ploughs the main, 


A competence in life to gain, 
Undaunted braves the #: .ormy ſeas, 
To find at laſt content and eaſe, 
In hopes when toi] and danger's o'er 
To anchor on his native ſhore. 


When winds blow hard and mountains roll, 
And thunder ſhakes from pole to pole, | 
Th- dreadful waves ſurrounding fo oam, 

Still flattering fancy waits him home : 
In hopes when toil and danger's o'er, 
To anchor on his native ſhore. 


When round the bowl the jovial crew, 


The early Icenes of life renew, 

Tho each his favourite laſs will boaſt, 
This is the — toaſt, 

May we when toil and danger” s Of'ET, 
Ca anchor on our native thore. 


—̃ʒx 
8 O N G. 
How happy were my days till now | 
I ne'er did ron feel; | With 


(90) 
With joy L 7c: to milk my cow, 
Or tern my {pinning wheel. 


Mx heart was i:ghter than a fy, 
Like any bird I for g. | 

ill hepretended love, and I 
Leliev'd h's Batt' N tongds. 


Ol tie ah the ly, ſilly fool, 


Viho truſts what m2 20 Kay be! 
5 1 with 1 waza maid again, 
[9 And in oy ov'n country. 
4 


FF GREENWICH PENEIONER. 


ne er tOuc ch' d Brain groung ; 
At length in England landed, 
I lett the roaring main 
Found all relations 12 
And went to ſez again. 


1 "IWAS in the good ſhip Rover, 
FR J ſau'd the worid a-Tuund, 
b_— And for three years and over, 


ay” OE, ISA 
WT 


That time bound firait to Portaga! 
Right fore and aft ve bore 


1 And when we made Cape Ort agg! 
Fi A gale Llew of the ſhore, ; 
4 She. lay fo it did ſhock her, 

by A log upon the main, 


Till ſav'd from Davy's locker, 
We put to tea again. 


Next in a frirate f- ailing, 
Upon a ſquaily nighe, 


Thunder and |; ghi'ning, hailing, 
The horrors "ofthe ke cht, 


** 

l 
f 

5 


| TY 


My 


LR 3 


ly precious lund was lopp'd off, 


1 when they'd eaſed my pain, 
Thank'd God I was not popp'd off, 
And went to ſea again. 


Let ſtill I am enab! ed 
To bring up in ie“ rear, | £ 
Altho' I'm quite difabled, | 
And lie in 'Greeny! ich tier. 
The King, (God bieſs his Royalty 
Who ſav'd me from the main, 
tl! praiſe with love and! lov: aliy, 
But ne'er to {ex agen. 
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PUSH about the belli bowl, "twill enliven the heart; 
While thus we it round on t the graſs; ; 

The lover who talks of his ſuff'rings and Imart 
Deſerveg to be reckon'd an aſs, an aſs. 


The wretch ho fits watching his ill-gotten pel 
And wiſhes to add to the maſs, 

Where'er the curnuidgeon may think of Hliraſelz, 
Deſerves to be rec kon'd an aſs, &c. 


The beau, who {© imart with his well povder'd hair 
An! angel! D2hows in his glaſs, 

And thinks with 771mace to ſubdue all the fair, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an als, &c. 


The merchant from climate to climate will roam, 
Of Crcœeſus the wealth to ſurpaſs; 

And oft while he's wan'dring, hi; lady at home 
Claps the horns of an ox on the 213; &c. 


1 


The lawyer fo grave, when he puts in his plea, Fe 
With forehead well-fron: ed with braſs; 

Tho' he talks to 20 purpole, he pockets your fee, L. 
There you, my good friend, are the aſs, G&c. | 


The formal phyſician, who knows ev'ry ill, 1 
hall laſt De produc'd in his clas; | 
The ſick man a while may confide in his ſkill, 
But death proves the doctor an ais, Cc. 


Then let us, companions, be jovia; and gay, 
By turns take ou etc aad laſe, | 

For he who his pleaſure puts off for a day, 
Deſerves to be leckon'd an 213, xc. 


2910 — 


8 O N &. 
IN lore houid there meet a fond pair, 
- Untutor'd by faiton or art. 


Whois withes are warm and fincere. 
Whoſe words are the exceſs of the heart 


1 

9 
1 

© , 
© 

: 
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. 
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If avgnt of ſubſtantial delight 

On this ſide the ftars can be found; 
Tis ſure when the couple unite, 

And Curt by Hrxzx is crow n'd. 
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WE bipeds made up of frail clay 
Alas! are the children of forrow, 

And though briſk and merry to-cay 
We all may be wretched to-morrow. 


_ i ci Goes had 332-4 4 apa 
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For ſunſhine's ſucceeded by rain, 


Then fearful of life's ftormy weather, 
Left pleaſure ſhould only bring pain, 
Let us all be unhappy together. 


I grant the beſt bleſſing we know 

Is a friend, for true friend ſhip's a treaſure, 
And yet, leſt your friend prove a foe 

Oh taſte not the dangerous pleaſure. 


Thus ſriendſhip's 5 flimſy affair, 3 
Thus riches and health are a bubble, 

Thus there's nothing delightful but care, 
Nor any ching pleaſing but trouble. 


If a mortal would point out that I:ſe 
That on earth could be neareſt to heaven, 


Let him thanking his ſtars, chuſe a wiſe 


To whom truth and honour are given. 


But honour and truth are ſo rare 
And horns when they're cutting, ſo tingle. 
That with all my reſpect to the fair, 

I'd adviſe him to ſigh and live ſingle, 


It appears from theſe premiſes plain 


hat wiſdom is nothing but folly, 
hat pleaſure's a term that means pain, 
And that joy is your true melancholy. 


That all thoſe who laugh ouzht to cry. 
That *tis fine friſk and fun to be grieving 
And that fince we mult all of us die, : 


We ſhould taſte no enjoyment while living. 


THE TRIUMPH OF VENUS. 


THO! Bacchus may boaſt of his care-killing bowal, 


And ſolly in 3 revek deligh 
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Than e'er creature loved yet, 
| ann 


( 74 ) 
Such worſhip, alas ! hath no charms for the ſoul, 
When ſofter dovotions the ſenſes invite. 


To the arrow of fate, or the canker of Care | Bid | 
His potions oblivious a balm may beft ow ; | Bid 
But to fancy, that feeds on the charms of the fair, Bid! 
The death of reflection's the birth of all . Bid 
What ſoul that's pofſeſs'd of a dream ſo divine, 2 
With riot would bid the ſweet viſion begons ? 
For the tear that bedeus ſenfibility's ſhrine = Los 
Is a drop of more worth than all Bacchus's tun. Wh 
The tender exceſs that enamours the heart 1 
To few is imparted, to milions deny d. Be 
Tis the brain of the victim that tempers the dart "Ps 


And fools jeſt at that for which ſages have died. 


 Eech change and exceſs have thro' life been my doom 
And well can I ſpeak of its joys and its firife, 


The bottle affords us a glimpfe thro' the gloom, 


But love's the true ſunſhine that gladdens our life 


Come then, roſy Venus, and ſpread o'er my ſight 
The magic illuſions that ravith the ſoul 

Awake in my breaſt the ſoft dream of delight 
And drop from the myrtle one leaf in my bow! 


Then deep will I drink of the NeQar divine, 
Nor er, jolly god! from thy banquet remove, 
But each tube F: my heart ever thirſt, for the wins, 
That's mellow'd by friendſhip, and ſweetn'd by love. 


5 8 . 
YOUT love by all that's true, 
More than all things here below, 
With a paſſion far more great, 


An! 


3 
* And yet ſtill you cry forbear, et 


Love no more or loye not here. 


Bid the miſer leave his ore, 

Bid the wretched ſigh no more, 
Bid the old be young again, 

Bid the nun not think of man, 
Mary, this when you can do, 

Bid me then not think of you. 


Love's not a thing of choice but fate, 
What makes me to love makes you to hate, 
Mary, then do what you will, 

Eaſe or cure, torment or kill, 

Be kind or cruel, falſe or true, 

Love I muſt and none but you. 


DUSK WW 5 NIGHT. 


The duſky night rides down the ſty, 
And uſhers in the morn, 
The hounds all make a jovial cry, 
The hounds all make a jovial cry, 
The huntſman winds his horn, 
The huntſman winds his horn, 
Then a Hunting we will go, trave be 's, 
| And a Hunting we will go, 
b | | Then a Hunting we will go, L rave boys, 
; | And a Hunting 20 10140 20. 


The wife around the huſband throws 
Her arms to make him ſtay: 
My dear it rains, it hails, it blows, 
You cannot hunt to-day. | 
Zit a Hunting we will go, &c. 
E 2 The 
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The unkennell'd Fox like lightning hies, 
His cunning's all awake. | 
To gain the race he eager flies, 
His forfeit life's the ſtake. 


When e Hunting we do go, Oc. 


Arous'd e*en echo huntreſs turns, 
And madly ſhouts her joy, 
The ſportſman's breaſt enraptur'd burns, 
The chaſe can never cloy. | 
Then a hunting we will go, &c. 


Deſpairinz—mark, he ſeeks the tide, 
His art muſt not prevail; 
Hark! ſhouts the miſcreant's death betide, 
His ſpeed, his cunning fail. 5 
| When a Hunting ws do go, ©, 


For lo! his firength to faintneſs worn, 
The Hounds arreſt his flight, 
Then hungry homewards we return, 
To feaſt away the night. 
| Then a Drinking we will po, Oc. 
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WHITHER MY LOVE. 


WHITHER my love, ah ! whither art thou cone? | 


tnot thy abſence cloud the happy daun; 
Say by thy heart can falſehood &er — known, 
Ah! no, I judge it by my own. | 


The heart he gave with ſo much care, 
Which treaſured in my breaſt I wear; 
Still for its maſter beats alone, 


Im ſure the ſelfiſh thing's his own. 


POOK 


Je. 


L 


Co 
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POOR NE D. 

WHY Molly, my girl. do you whimper and ſob,” 
And ſigh, "tall your heart's like to burſt? _ 

What tho” a rude bullet ſhould ſtrike off my nob, 
Mine ſurely would not be the fir lt; 

And death, we all know in the purple ſtain'd feld, 
Regards neither rank nor degree; 

For when the grim tyrant fate's weapon doth w ield, 
He'd as live” ſtrike a gen'ral as me: 

Then chear up, dear Molly, no longer thus fizh, 
But baniſh your ſorrow afar : 

There's a juſt God of battle ft2nds centry on high, 
To reward me with trophies of War. 


What tho' it ve wrote in the roll- book of fate, 
That *midit the dread battic's alarm, 

Poor Ned {hall receive a hand rap on the pate 
Or be dock'd of a leg or an arm: 

Shall I fkulk from my duty, when glory doth call, 
To repel the encroachments of Spa in? 

Tho' the tort be my pillow. my breakfaſt a ball, 
Why, dzmme, I'll ne'er complain; 

So it ſignifies nothing my charmer, to cry, 
Let hope then to a: grief be a bar; 

There's « juft God of batile ſtands cen try on high, 
To reward me with trophies of war. 
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Midſt dangers unduunted each Eriton ſkould roa! 
Who polſeſſes the foul of a man, 

White coxcombs and fribhles may loiter at home, 
Whoſe Lfe's a mere flaſh in the pan 

But if that I'm deſtined to die in my bed, 
And not in a battle be ſlain : 

Belike it may happen with laurels o erſprrad 
I' come to my Molly again; 

Then truce to your whining, nor Mo! ly don't ſigh, 
Don't you know, when I am fighting afar, 

There's a juſt God of battle ſtands centry on high, 

To reward me with trophies of war. 

E 3 Believe 
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Believe me, dear Moll, I moi ſteady ſhall prove. 
Deſertion ſhatil ne'er be my fault; 
Tho' far off I march, Fil remember my love, 
Her folder till death bids me halt; 


But ſhould his keen arrow encounter my breaſt ; 


Why then there's an end to poor Ned: 
I gloriouſly fall, but along with the reſt 
Stretch'd bravely on honour's wide bed: 
Then weep not my charmer, altho' I thouid die, 
Laid low by a ſhot or a ſcar; 


There's a juſt God of battle ſtands centry on high, 


To reward me with trophies of war. 


THE SAILORS MISRTESS. 


YOUR Molly has never been falſe ſhe declares, 


Since laſt time we parted at Wapping Old Stare, 


When I ſwore that I fill would continue the ſame, 
And gave you the bacco-box marked with my nar: e, 


When I paſſed a whole fortnight between decks ith 


you, | 
Did I e&ergive a buſs, Tom, to one of the crew, 
To be uleful and kind to my Thomas I ſtaid, 


For his trouſers I waſhed and his Bumbo J made. 


Tho' you threaten'd laſt Sunday to walk on the mall 


Wich Suſan of Deptford and B:lhnf; ate Sal, 
In ſilence I ſtood your unkindneſs to hear, 
And only upbraided my Tom with a tear. 


Still faithful and fond from the firſt of my life, 


For falſehood in Wedlock too often is priſed, 


Tho' I boaſt not the name, I've the truth of a wife, 


And the heart that is conſtant ſhould not be deſpiſed. 


„„ EO 
TIE wanton god, who pierces hearts, 
Dips in gall his pointed darts; 


But 


4 


But the nymph diſdains to pine, 
Who baths the wound with roſy wine; 
Roſy wine, roſy wine, | 

| Who bathes the wound with roſy wine. 


Farewell lovers when they're cloy'd, 
If Tm icorn'd becauſe enjoy d 
Sure the ſqueamiſh fops are free 

To rid me off dull company; 

Sure they're free, ſure they're free, 
Jo rid me of dull company. 


They have charms, vhilſt mine can pleaſe : . 
] love them much, but more my eaſe ; 

No jealous fears my love moleſt, 

Nor faithleſs vows ſhall break my reſt. 

Break my reſt, ſhall break my reſt; 

Nor faithleſs yows ſhall break my reſt. 

5 Why ſhould they e'er give me pain, 

Who to give me joy diſdain ? 

: All J hope of mortal man 

ich Is to love me while he can; : ._- 
Mhile he can, while he can, 

Is to love me while he can. 


THE BUD OF THE ROSE. 
HER mouth, with a ſmile, devoid of all guile, 
Half open to view, is the bud of the roſe, 
Is the bud of the role, in the morning that blows, 
Impearl'd with the dew, impearl'd with the dew. 
os „ The bud of the roſe, &c. 
e, More fragrant her breath, than the flower-ſcented 
heath, | 8 1955 
At the dawning of day, hawthorn in bloom, 
The lilly's perfume, the lilly's perfume, 


Or the bloſſom in May: 
; | | The bud of the roſe, &c. 
E 4 SONG. 
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THE heavy hours are almoſt pat, 
That part my love and me; 


My longing eye my hope at laſt 


Their only with to ſee ; 


| But how, my Leha will you meet 
Yiu he man you've lolt fo long? 
kt: Will love in all your pulſes beat, 
Fi And tremble on your tongue? 
; 1 Will you in ev'ry look dec are, 
1 | Your heart is ſtill tne ſame ; | 
Fra And heal each idly anxious care, = 3 
11 Our tears in abſence frame ? He 
Þ | Thus, Delia, thus I paint the ſcene, LOW 
1:3 When we jhall ſhortly meet, | W. 
1 | And try what yet remains between 22 J 
i Of loit'ring time to cheat. 
. But ifghe dream that ſooths my mind, | | 
3 Shall falſe and groundleſs * 

th TfI am r{00m'd at length to find, 

1 You have forgot to love; 


\Þ No more to let us join; 
© 1 But grant me here the flatt'; ins bliſs, 
1 To die and think you mine. 


k 0 All I of Venus afk is this, 
Yor 1 
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WHAT wakes this new pain in my breaſt, 
This ſenſe that lay dormant before? 

Lie ſtill, buſy flutt'rer, and reſt. 

The peace of iny bolom reſtore. 
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Thy trickles in ſilence the tear ? 
This ſighing, ah! what does it mean? 
his mixture of hope and of fear, | 
here, once, all was mild and ſerene. 


me pleaſingly anxious alarm, 

Now warms, and then freezes my heart , 
me foft, icrefifitble charm, 

Al:ernate gives pleaſure and ſmart. 
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SAILOR S LIFE. 


\ SATLOR's life's a life of woe, 

He works now late now early, 
{wy nÞ and down, now to and fro, 
What then ? he takes 1t cheerly ; 

Bleſo'd with a ſmiling can ot grog, 
If duty call, 

Stand, riſe, or fall, 

To fate's laſt verge he'll jogg: 
The cadge to weigh, : 
The ſheets belay, 

He does it with a with : 2 
To heave the lead, 

Or to cat-head, 
The pond'rous anchor fist; 
W or while the grog goes round, 
All ſenſe of danger's drown'd, 
We deſpiſe it to a man: 
Ve ſing a little, and laugh a little, 
And work a little, and ſwear a little, 
And ſwig the flowing can. 


If howling winds and roaring ſeas, 
Give proof of coming danger, 
We view the ſtorm, our hearts at eaſe, 
For Jack's to fear a ſtranger, 
E 5 
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Bleſs'd with the ſmiling grog we fl 
Where now below * e 
We headlong go, 
Now rife on mountains high; 
Spite of the gale | 
We hand the ſail, 
Or take the needful reef; 
Or man the deck, 
To clear ſome wreck 
To give the ſhip relief; 
Though perils threat around, 
All ſenſe of danger drown'd, 
Me deſpiſe it to a man: 
But yet chink nor our caſe is hard, 


Though ſtorms at ſea do threat us, 
For coming home (a ſweet reward) 


72 A [4 1 2 — 
Is . 23 £ i — 
2 gn. * sn - mo = 3 I . 
3 2 n — -# 6 n 3 S — — 
: 22 es , DN — 
3 — e _ 
> : — — 2 


— 


„ 


. 
— — 


e 


= r 7 2 R Nee ** 
— — — pe — 
. BT, ar ones fps tt oe CITES. - 8 3 


rr * 5 * 
3 
— — — 3 823 < 2 2 — 
— 1 — A awd - * a 


"ao AS; — — — N rH ſet 2 r 5 
= 3 1 N * J by = * — 99. 
— . LISTS —— 3 1 — 


CL 


* bt; 
„ 


3 
os Tana UW VS 


r 
3 
* 


Now to the friendly grog we quaff, 
Our amorous toaſt 
| * 95 we love moſt, 
5 And gaily fing and laugh, 
enn 
Then for each girl, 
The petticoat diſplay, 
The deck we clear, 
Then three times cheer, 
As we their charms ſurvey, 
And then the grog goes round, 
All ſenſe of danger drown'd, 
We deſpiſe it to a man. 
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LET all your boaſt of wealth and love, 
Diſplay their various charms ſo dear; 


With {miles our ſweet hearts greet us, 


THE SYMPATHIZING TEAR. 


Me, Sc. 


A ſweeter 


(3830 


A ſweeter pleaſure friendſhip proves, 
That ſheds the ſympathizing tear. 


Let Strephon boaſt of Celia's charms, 
Her form her ſweet enchanting leer; 
Put beauty dwells in friendſhip's arms, 
That ſheds the ſympathizing tear. 


Let heroes boaſt of toils in wars, 
Of honors gained, when death was near ; 
But friendſhip, honor's not in ſcars, 
But in the ſympathizing tear. 


Tho” evils come I'll ſcorr their dart, 
While I poſſeſs a friend ſo dear; 

Who in my ſorrows takes a part, 
And ſheds a ſympathizing tear. 


S O N G. 


On the bro of a hill a young ſhepherdeſs dwelr, 
Who no pangs of ambition or love had eer felt, 


For a few ſober maxims till ran in her head, | 
That twas better to earn ere ſhe eat her brown bread, 


That to riſe with the lark was condufive to health. 
And to folks in a cottage contentment was wealth. 


Now young Ro Rx who liv'd in the valley below, 
Who at church and at market was reckon'd a beau 
Had many times tried o'er her heart to prevail, 

And would reft on his pitch-fork to tell her his tale, 
With his winning behaviour he melted her heart, 
But quite arileſs herſdlf ſhe ſuſpected no art. 


He had fighed and protefted and kneel'd and 
implored, 


And could lie with the grandeur and air of a lord; 
a | REIT Thou 
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Then her eyes he commended in language well dreſt, 
And enlarged on the pains that troubled his breaſt, 
„Till his ſighs and his tears ſo wrought on her mind, 
That in downright compaſſion to love ſhe inclin'd. 


But as ſoon as he melted the ice of her breaſ}, 

All the flames of his breaſt in a moment decreas'd, 

And at noon he goes flaunting all over the vale, 
And boaſts cf his conqueſt to Suſan and Nell. 
Tho' he ſees her but ſeldom he's always in haſte, 

And if c'er he mentions her makes her his jeſt. 


o ——— wn 
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All the day ſhe does ſighing and hanging her head, 
And her thoughts are peſter'd ſhe ſcarce earns her 
The whole village cry ſhame when a milkingſhe goes, 
That ſo little affection is ſhewn to the cows, | 
But ſhe heeds not their railings, eben let them rail on, 
And a fig for the co now her ſweet heart is gone. 


Now beware ye young virgins of Britain's fair Ifte. 
Ho you yield up your hearts to a look or 2 mile, 
For Cupid is artful and virgins are frail, 

And you'll find a falſe Ro GER in every vale, 

Who to court you and tempt you willtry all of his fill, 
But remember tlie laſs on the brow of the hilk 
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S O N G. 


IN a plain pleaſant cottage conveniently neat, 

With a mill and ſome meadows—(a freehold eſtate) 

A well meaning miller by labour ſupplies 5 

T hole bleſſings that nature to grand ones demies ; 

No paſſions to plague him, no cares to torment, 

His conftant companions are health and content: 

1 I beir lordſhips, in face, may take note, if they will, 

| For he's honeft, tho” daub'd with the duft of his 2 
| 1 
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Ere the lark's early carol ſalutes the new day, 
He ſprings from bis cottage, as jocund as May; 
He chearfully whiſtles, regardleſs of care, 

Or ſings the laſt ballad he bought at the fair : 
While courtiers are toil'd in the cobwebs of ſtate, 
Or bribing elections in hopes to be great: 

blo fraud, nor ambition, his boſom does fill, 


- Contented he works if there's grift for his mill. 


On Sunday, bedeck'd in his home-ſpun array, 

At church he's the loudeſt to chant or to pray; 

Sits down to a dinner of plain Engliſh food; 

And tho” ſimple the pudding, his appetite's good; 

At night when the prieſt and exciſemen are gone, 
He quaits at the ale-houſe with Roger and John; 
Then return to his pillow and dreams of no ill, 
No monarch's more bleſt than the man of the mill. 


— 
DE 


VENUS AND BACCUHUS. 


— — 


MYSELF between Venus and Bacchus I'll poiſe, 
And *twixt their two ſcales fix my balance of joys; 
Tis true, that they both poſſeſs charms when part, 
Bat blended they double the heat of my heart. 


With rage on his brow, and contempt in his eye, 
Bacchus throws down the cluſter, and gives me the lie; 
No female, ſays he, ſhall partake of my throne, 

A rival I hate and I'll govern alone. a 


Dear Venus in turn her dominion maintains, 


| £fierts her controul o'er the nymphs and the {wains, 


Upbraids me for kneeling at Bacchus's ſhrine, 
And ſtrictly forbids me the juice of the vine. 


One {colds me becauſe I am fond of the bowl, 
The other, cauſe woman ſhares half of my ſoul ; 
| I boldly 
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I warrant my conduct ſhall make 'em agree; 


III love, and Til drink, and be plea ſing to both. 


VE fair marries dames, who fo often deplore 


That prudence muſt cheriſh what beauty has caught. 


The bloom of your cheek and the glance of your eye, 
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J boldly declare, for all projects I've try'd, 
No mortal his paſtime can better divide. 


Why then let'em wrangle, what is it to me? 


As one to prefer to the other I'm loth, 


YE FAIR MARRIED DAMES. 


That a lover once bleſs'd is a lover no more, 
Attend to my counſel, nor bluſh to be taught, 


Your roſes and lillies, may make the men ſigh; 
But roſes and lillies and fighs paſs away, 


And paſtion will die as your beauties decay. 
Uſe the man that you wed like your favorite guitar 1 
Though muſic in both, they are both apt to jar; . 

Now tuneful and ſoft from a delicate touch, 

Not handled too roughly nor play'd on too much. 

The ſparrow and linnet will feed from your hand, a 
(Grow tame by your kindneſs, and come at command, 7 

d 


Exert with your huſband the ſame happy ſkill, | 
For hearts, like your birds, may be tam'd to your will. 


Be gay and good-humour'd, complying and kind, 

Turn 2 of your care from your face to your 
min 

Tis there that a wife may her conqueſts improve, 

And Hymen ſhall rivet the fetters of love. 


THE 


6 
THE JOYS OF WEDLOCK. 


HOW bleft has my time been! what joys have I 
known, 
Since wedlock's ſoft bondage made Jeſly my on! 
So joyful my heart is, fo eaſy my chai 
That freedom is taſteleſs, and roving is pain. 
That freedom is taſteleſs, &c. 


Thro' walks grown with woodhines, as often we ſtray, 
Around us, our boys and girls fr olick and play ; 
So plea ſing their ſport is, the wanton ones lee, 


They borrow their looks from my Jeſſy and me, 
They vorrow, &c. 


To try her ſweet temper oit'times am I ſeen 

I revels all day with the nymhs of the green: 

Tho” painful my ablence, my doubts ſhe beguiles, 

And meets me at night wich compliance of tmiles 
And meets me at night, cc. 


V711t tho? on her cheeks the roſe loſes its hue, 
Fer eaſe and good humour bloom all the year thro”, 
ime itill, as he {lies, 2dds encreale to her truth, 


Ind es to her mind what he ſteak from her youth, 
And gives to her mind, &c. 


Ye ſhepherds ſo gay, who make love to enſnare, 
And cheat with falſe vows, the too credulous fair > 
Ja ſearch of true pleaſure how vainly you roam! 


To hold it for life, you mult find it at home, 
To held it for life, &c. 


THE DOGS AND THE GUM. 


| EVERY mortal ſome fav'rite pleaſure purſues, 


Some for play Tun to Daly's, and tome run for ons 
| . 
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At the comedians face let others thunder applaute. 
And triflers delight in the Play-houſe's noiſe, 

But ſuch idle amuſements I carefully ſhun, 

And my pleaſure confines to my Dogs and my Gun. 


And my pleaſures confines to my Dogs and my Gun. 


Soon 25 Phœbus hath finiſhed his Summer career, 
And his maturing aid bleſt the huſbandman's care, 
Then when Roger and Nell have enjoyed harveſt home, 
And their labours all o'er are at leiſure to roam, 
From the noiſe of the town and its follies J run, 
And range o'er the fields with my dogs and my Gur. 


When my pointers around me all readily ſtand, 
And there's not a dog ſtirs but the dog I command, 
When the covey heſprings I can bring down my bird, 
I've a pleaſure no paſtime beſide can afford, 

No paſtime no pleaſure none under the ſun, 


Can be equal to mine with my Dogs and my Gun. 


When the coveys I've thin'd to the woods I repair, 
And I bruſh to the thicket devoid of all fear, 
There I exerciſe freely my levelling fill, 
And with peaſants and woodcocks my bag oftes fill. 
Certain death where I find them they ſeldom can hun, 
All my Dogs are fo true and fatal my Gun. 


My Spanich ne'er babble, they are under command, 


Some they range at a diſtance and tome hunt at hand, 
When awoodcock they fluſhora pheaſant they ſpring, 
With heart cheering notes hoy they make the woods 
Then for muſic let fribbles to Ranelagh run, (ring, 
My concert's a Chorus of Dogs and a Gun. 


While I hunt oer the brown ruſiet hills and the 


vales- -- 
Gayful health I fecure breathing untainted gal-s, 


Nature's beauties I view and contemplatetheirfource, 


And kind Providence ſee in its minute Courle. 
Then 
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Then let bloods, bucks and ſpouters enjoy all their 
fun 
I will envy them not while I have Dogs and a Gun. 


When at night we chat over the feats of the day, 
And ſpread over the table my concuered ſ oil lay, 
Then I think of my friends and to each ſend a part, 
For my friends to oblige is the pride of my heart, 
Thus the vices of town and its follies J ſhun, 

And my pleaſures confine to my Dogs and my Gun. 
And my pleaſures confine to my Dogs and my Gun. 


| HE NUN: 5 
SURE a laſs in her bloom at the age of nineteen, 
Wes ne'er ſo diftreſs'd as of late I have been; 
I know not I vow, any harm I have done, 
But mother oft tells me ſhe'll have me a nun, 
But mother, &c. 


Don't you think it a pity a girl ſuch as I, | 
Should be ſentenc'd to pray, and to faſt and to cry? 
With ways ſo devout I'm not like tè be won, 

And my heart it loves frolic too well for a nun. 


To hear the men flatter, and promiſe, and ſwear, 
Iz a thouſand times better for me I declare; 
can keep myſelf chaſte, or by wiles be undone 
Nay belides m too handſome I think for a nun. 


Not to love or be loyd, oh I never can bear, 
Nor yield to be ſent to—one cannot tell where; 
To live and to die, in this caſe were all one; 

Nay, I fooner would die, than be reckon'd a nun. 


Perhaps but to teaze me, ſhe threatens me ſo, 
Im ſure were ſhe me, the would ftoutly ſay no: 
But if ſhe is in earneſt, I from her will run, 
And be marry'd in ſpite, that I mayn't be a nun. 
HOW 
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HOW SWEET's THE LOVE, &c. 


WHEN firft T ken'd young Sandy's face, 
He ſung and look'd wi'ſic a grace; 

He ſtole my heart, but did na care, 

The lad he loo'd a laſs more fair ; 

And oft I fung o'er brae and burne, 

* How ſweet's the love that meets return!“ 


He loo'd a laſs wi'fickle mind, 

Was ſometimes cauld, and ſometimes kind; 
Which made the love ſick laddie rue, 

For jhe was cauld when he was true : | 
He mourn'd and ſung o'er brae and burne, 
* How ſweet's the love that meets return!“ 


One day a pretty wreath he twin'd, 
Where laylocks with ſweet cowflips join'd, 
To make a garland for her hair; 


But the refuſed a gift io fair; 


“This ſcorn,” he cry'd © can ne'er be borne, 
* But ſyeet's the love that meets return.“ 


Juſt then he met my tell-tale een 

And love ſo true is ſooneſi Teen: 

Dear laſs,“ ſaid he, my heart is tlune, 
For thy foft wiſhes are like mine.“ 

Now Jenny in her turn may mourn, 

Ho ſweet's the love that meets return?“ 


My anſwer was both frank and kind, 

I looꝰd the lad and teil'4 my mind; 

To kirk we went wi' hearty glee, 

And who 1a bleſt as he and me 

No blithe we fing o'er brae and burne. 
Ho ſweet's the love that meets return.” 
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GAY Damon long ſtudied my heart to obtain, | 
The prettieſt young ſhepherd that pipes on the plain; 
I'd hear his ſoft tals, and declare t'was amis, 
And I'd often fay no——whealT long'd to hy yes. 
Laſt Valentine's day to our cottage he came, * 
And brought me two lambkins to witneſ his flame ; 
Oh! take theſe, he cry'd, thou more fair than their 

fleece, | 


I could hardly ſay no,—tho' aſham'd to ſay yes. 


Soon after, one noon, as we fat in the grove, 

He preis'd my hand hard, and in ſighs breath'd his 
love; 

Then tenderly aſk'd if I'd grant him a kiſe, 

I deſign'd to have ſaid no, hut miſtook, and ſaid yes. 


At this with delight his heart d1nc'd in lus breaf}, 
Ye gods, he cried, Cloe will row make me bleſt ; 
Come let's to the churca, and ſhare conjugal bliſs, 
So to prevent being teas'd, 1 was forc'd to ſay yes. 


— 
THE BROWN I UG. 


DEAR TOM, this brown jug that now foams with 
mild ale, 5 

(In which I will drink to fweet Nax of the Vale) 

Was once Tosy PHIL, a thirſty old foul, 

As &er diank a bottle, or fathom'd a bowl, 

In boozing about 'twas his praiſe to excel, 

And among jolly topers he bore of the bell 


It chanc'd as in dog- days he fat at his eaſe, 
In his low'r-woyen arbour, as gay as you pleaſe, 
With 
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We'll lodge in ſome village on Tuced, 


3 


Wich a friend anda pipe, puffiag ſorrow away, 


And with honeſt old ſtingo was ſoaking his clay, = | 
His breath doors of life on à ſudden were ſhut, Te 
And he dy'2 full as big as a Dorcheſter Butt. 
His body when long in the ground it had lain, 12 
And time into clay had diſſolv'd it again, 
A potter found out in a covert to ſnug, Lo 


And with a part of ſat Ton v he made this hrown jus; | 

Now ſacred to friendſhip, to nirch avd mild ale; 

So here's to my Hvely tweet Nax of the Vale—- 
Vale, tweet Nan of the Vale. 


| T7 WEED-SIDE. 
WHAT beauties does FLORA diſcloſe 7 
How ſweet are her ſmiles upon Tu ecd : 
Yet Maxy fiiil ſweeter than thoſe; 
Both nature and fancy exceed. 
Nor daiſie, nor fweet bluſhing roſe, 
Nor all the gay flowers of the ficli, 
Nor Tweed gliding gently thro' thote, 
Such beauty and pizaſure does yield. 


The warblers are heard in the prove, 
The linnet, the lark, and the thrujt., 
The vlack-bird, and ſyeet cooing dove, 
With mufic enchant ev'ry buth. 
Come, let us 2o forth to the mead, 
Let us ſee how the primroſes ſprin”, 


And love while the feather'd folks ſing. 


How does my love paſs the long day? 

Does Maxx not tend a few ſheep? 
Do they never carelefly ſtray, 

While happily ſhe lies aſleep? - 

2 Twee!“ 
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Tweed's murmur ſhould lull her to ret, 
Kind nature indulging my bliſs, 

To relieve the loſt pains of my breaſt, 
I'd ttealan ambrofial kiſs. 


Tis ſhe does the virgins excel, 
No beauty with her may compare; 
Love's graces all round her do dwell, 
She's faireſt, where thiouſands are fair, 
Say, charmer, where do thy flocks ſtray ? 
Ok! tell me at noon where they feed; 
Shall T ſeek them on tweet winding Tay, 
Or the pleatunter Banks o' the Tweed? 


— — ———— 
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WHEN DVL on the plain appears, 
Aw'd by a thouſand tender fears, 

I would approach, but dare not move, 
Tell me, my heart, if this be love? 


When'er the {penks my raviin'd ear 
No other voice but hea's can hear, 
No other wit but her's approve; 
Tell me, my heart, if this be love ? 


If ſhe ſome other ſwain commend, 
Tho' I was once his fondeſt friend, 
That inſtant enemy I prove; 

Tell me, my heart, if this be love? 


When ſhe is abſent I no more 
Delight in all that pleas'd before, 
The cleareſt ſpring, or ſhady grove ; 
Tell me, my heart, if this be love? 


When arm'd with inſolent diſdain, 
She ſeem'd to triumph o'er ray pain; 


I trove 
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J ſtrove to hate, but vainly ſtrove; Tt 

Tell me, my heart, i if this be love ? * 

1 De 

| THE HUMBLE ROOF. | 

WHEN firſt this humble roof I knew, Tc 
With various cares I ſtrove, 

My grain was ſcarce, my ſheep were few, : 

My all of life was love. 15 

By mutual toil our board was dreſs'd, Ar 


The ſpring out drink beſtow'd; 
But when her lip the brim had preſs d, 
he cup with nectar flow'd. 


Content and peace the dwelling ſhared, 
No other gueſt came nigh, 

In them was given (though gold was ſpared) 
What gold could never buy. 


No value has a ſplindid lot, 
But as the means to prove 

That from tlie caſtle to the cot, 
The all of life is love. 


— — . ——— 


TO THE GREENWOOD GANG WITH ME. 
Of 
TO ſpeer my love with glances fair, 
The Woodland ladie came, 
He vow'd he would be aw lincere, Ca 
And this he ſpoke his flame: 5 
The morn is blythe, May blooming fair, Th 
As fair as fair can be, 5 
To the Greenwood gang my laſhe dear, wW 
To the Greenwood gang with me. 


Gang with me 
The 


980 
The lad I love is ſa oppreſs'd, | ky 
I could na {ay him nay, _ 
He kiſs'd my lips, my hand he preſs'd 
As tripping o'er the Bray : 
Dear lad, I cried, fo tri ig and fair, 
As fair as fair can be, 
To the Greenwood gang, my laddie dear, 
To the Greenwood gang with me. 
_ Gang with me. 


The bridal-day 1 10 come to paſs, 
Sic joy was never ſeen, 
And now I'm call'd the woodland laſs, 
The woodland laddie's queen, 
[ bleſs the morn ſo blithe and fair, 
I tveak my mind ſo free, 
To the greenwood gang, my laddie dear, 
19 the Greenw ood gang with me. 


Gang with me. 


— 


| 8 O N . 
COMMAND when zephyr roughly blows 
The aſpin not to move, 


And bid me then not vent my woes, | 
When ſerver'd from my love. 


From Bxrar torn where'er 1 fly, 
Her image ſtill is there; 

Oft loſt in th hought [ think her nigh, 

Would claſp her, but tis air. 


Capricious fancy, why fo kind, 25 
And why fo quickly coy, 
The dear delufion on my mind, 
To trace and then deſtroy. 


W ithout my fair no chearful green 


* In blooming ſpring J ſee, 
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If bitter, Oel me whence comes my content 


( $6 ) 
A joy leſs gloom involves the ſcene, 
And nature mourns like me 
Time, with new wings, thy ſpeed improve, 
And bear me to her arms, | l 
Then ſtop, give me immortal love, 
And her immortal charm. 


— w_— 


STELLA, DARLING OF THE MUSES. 


STELLA, darling of the muſes, 
Fairer than the blooming ſpring, 

Sweeteſt theme the poet chooſes, 
When of thee he ſtrives to fing. 


While my ſoul with wonder traces, 
All thy charms of face and mind, 
All the beauties, all the graces 
Of thy ſex in thee I find. 


Love and joy and admiration, 


In my breaſt alternate riſe, 


| Words can no more p aint my paſſion, 


Than my pencil can thine eyes. 


Laviſh nature, thee adorning. 
O'er thy lips and cheeks hath ſpread 
Colours that outſhine the morning, 
Smiling with celeſtial red. 


Could the gods in bleſt condition, 
Aught on earth with envy view, 
Lovely STzLLa, their ambition 
Would be to reſemble you. 


LOVES A SWEET PASSION. 


IF love's ſweet paſſion, how can it torment ? : 


Since 


5 
Since 


l 


Since I ſuffer with pleaſure why ſhould T complain ? 
Or grieve at my fate, fince I know 'tis in vain ? 
Yet ſo plea ſing the pain is, fo ſoft is the dart, 

That at once it both wounds me and tickles my heart. 


[ graſp her hand gently, look languiſhing down, | 
And by paſſiona«e ſilence I make my love known ; 
But oh! how I'm bleft, when ſo kind ſhe does prove, 
By ſome willing miſtake to diſcover her love; 
When, in ſtriving to hide, ſhe reveals all her flame, 


And our eyes tell each other what neither dare name. 


How pleaſing is beauty! how ſweet are her charms ! 
Her embraces how joyful! how peaceful her arms ! 
Sure there's nothing ſo eaſy as learning to love; 

'T 1s taught us on earth, and by all things above: 

And toheauty's bright ſtandard all heroesmuit yield; 
For 'tis beauty that conquers and keeps the fair field, 


SHEPHERDS, I Har LOST MY LOVE. 
SHEPHERDS, T have loſt my love, 

Have you ſeen my Anna, 
Pride of ev'ry thady grove, 

Upon the banks of Banna. 


I for her, my home forſook, 


Near yon miſty mountain ; 
Lefc my flock, my pipe, my crook, 
Green wood ſhade, and fountain. 


Never ſhall I ſee them more, 
Till with her returning ; 

Every joy of life is o'er, 
Mirth is changed to mourning. 


Whither 1s my charmer flown! 
Shepherds, muſt we ſever ! 

Woe is me! I fear ſhe's gone, 
Alas! from me for eyer. 
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CORN RIGS ARE BONNY. 1 
My Paris is a lover gay, 


His brow 1s never cloudy, 
His breath is ſweeter than new hay. 


His face is fair and ruddy : 1 
His ſhape is handſome, middle ſize. 11 2 
He's ſtately in his walking, Co 
The ſhining of his een ſurpriſe, th 
*Tis heaven to hear him talking. h To 
Laſt night IJ met him on a dank, 3, 
Where yellow corn was growing, | : b 
There many a kindly word he ſpoke, T. 


That ſet my heart a glowing: 
He kiſs'd, and vow'd he would be mine, 
And lov'd me beſt of any, 
That gave me like to ſing ſin ſine, 
O corn rigs are bonny. 


Let laſſes of a ſillv mind, 
Refuſe what maiſt they're wanting 
Since we for yielding are deſign'd 
We chaſtely ſhould be granting. 
Then Tl comply and marry Par, 
And fine my cockermony, 
He's free to touzle air or late, 
When corn riggs are bonny. 


*. 


_ MYRA's WISH. 
IF it be true, celeſtial powers, 
That you have form'd me fair, 
And yet in all my vaineſt hours, 
My mind has been my care: 
T in return do aſk this grace, 
As you were ever kind, 


9 WO 


What 


3 


What envious time takes from my face. 
Beftow upon my mind. | 


„„ -0: 


ARK! hark! tis a voice from the tomb! 
Come, Loc, it cries, come away, 

The grave of thy Colin has room 

To reſt thee beſide his cold clay. 

come, my dear ſhepherd, I come, 

Ye friends and companions, adieu ; 

[ haſte to my Colin's dark home. 

To die on his boſom ſo true. 


All mourniul the midnight bell rung, 
When Lucy, ſad Luc aroſe ; 

And forth to the green-turf ſhe ſprung, 
Where Cor IN's pale aſhes repoſe, 

All wet with the night's chiling dew, 
Her boſom embraced the cold ground, 
While ſtormy winds over her blew, 
Aud night-ravens croak'd all around. 


Ho long, my loved Colin ſhe cried, 
How long muſt thy Lucy complain, 
How long ſhall the grave wy love hide, 
Ho long ere it join us again? 
For thee thy fond ſhepherdeſs liv'd, 
Vith thee o'er the world would ſhe fly. 
For thee has ſhe ſorrow'd and grie v'd, 
For thee would ſhe lie down and die. 


Alas! what avails it how dear 

Thy Lvcy was once to her ſwain? 

Her face like the lily ſo fair, 

And eyes that gave light to the plain. 
Lhe ſhepherd that lov'd her is gone, 
That face and thoſe eyes _ no more. 
F 2 
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And thunder ſhook dreadful the ground. 


No joys can delight like the ſports of the field, 
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And Lucx forgot and alone, 
To death ſhall her Corix deplore. 


While thus the lay ſu k in deſpair 
And mourn d to the echoes rund, 
Inflam'd all at once ge the air 


T hear the kind call and obey, | 
Oh, Cor ix, receive me! ſhe cried : 
Then breathing a groan o'er his clay, 


She hung on his toinb-ftone, and died. 27 
3 di Anc 
F Tus 
BN H PAEOBUS HAS MOUNTED. Per. 
BRIGHT Phcebus has mounted the chariot of day, 
And the horns and the hounds call each ſportſman JN 
away, . 10 
Thro' woods and throꝰ meadows with ſpeed now they WM x + 
| bound, | | j 
While health, roſy health is in exerciſe found. Ye 
Hark away, hark away to the ſound of the horn For 
And echo, blithe echo makes jovial the morn. FT 
* 5 | 1 
Each hill and each valley is lovely to vie, | 
While puſs flies the covert, and dogs quick purſue. Th 
Behold where ſhe flies, o'er the wide ſpreading plain L 
While the loud opening pack purſue her amain. ay 


| Hark away, &c. 
At length puſs is caught, and lies panting for breath, 
And the ſhout of the huntſman's the ſignal for death, 
To hunting, all paſtimes and pleafures muſt yield. 


Hark away, &c. 
SONG 
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SWAIN, thy hopeleſs paſſion ſmother, 


Perjur'd CæLIA loves another, 

In his arms I ſaw her lying, 
Panting, killing, trembling, dying, 
There the fair decei ver {wore, 

As ſhe did to you before. 


| Oh ! ſaid you, when ſhe deceives me, 
When that conſtant creature leaves me, 


Lify's waters back ſhall fly, 

And leave their oozy channel dry; 
Turn, ye waters, leave your ſhore, 
Perjur'd CzL14 loves no more. 


LOVELX FEGSG T. 


INCE more Ill tune the vocal ſhell, 
1+ il; and dales my paſſion tell, 
A flame which time can never quell, 
That burns for thee, my Peggy; 
Yet greater bards the lyre ſhould hit, 


For, ſay, what ſubject is more fit, 
| Than to record the ſparkling wit, 


And bloom oft lovely Peggy. 
The ſun firſt riſing in the morn, 


That paints the dew-beſpangl'd thorn, 


Does not the day ſo much adorn, 
As does my lovely Peggy ; 
Aud when in Thetis lap to reſt, 
th ftreaks with gold the ruddy Weſt, 
Shs not ſo beauteous when undreſt, 
Apears my lovely Peggy. 


Wha Zeyhyr on the vi'lets blows, 
Or brathes, upon the damaſk roſe, 
He >; ak half the ſweets diſcloſe, 
As des my lovely Fegg on 
N 3 
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I ſtole a kiſs the other day, 

And truſt me, none, but truth I ſay, 

The fragrance of the bloom of may, 
Is not ſo ſweet as Peggy. 


Were ſhe array'd in ruſtic weed, 
With her the bleating flock I'd ſeed, 
And pipe upon my oaten _ 
To pleaſe my lovely Pegg 
With her a cottage would delicht. 
AlFs happy when ſhe's in my ſight, 
But when ſhe's gone 'tis endleſs nicht, 
All's dark without my Peggy. 


| While bees from flow'r to flower ſhall rove, 
And linnets warble through each grove, 
Or ftately ſwans the water love, 

So long ſhallI love Peggy; 
And when death with his pointed dart, 
Shall ſtrike the blow that rives my heart, 
My words ſhall be, as I depart, 

Adieu, my lovely eh. 


Do THE BURN AND T. HRO THE MEAD 


DOWN the burn and thro? the mead, 

Her golden locks wav'd o'er her brow ; ; 
Johnny, lilting, tun'd his reed, 

And Mary wip'd her bonny mou.” 
Dear ſhe lov'd the well known ſang, 
While her Johnny, 

Blithe and bonny, 

Sung her praiſe the whole day lang. 


Down the burn and thro” the mead, 
ler golden locks way'd o'er her brow; ö 
Johnnp, lilting, tun'd his reed, 


And Mary wip'd her her n mou'. 
en 
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Coly claiths ſhe had but few, 
If rings and jewels nae great ſtore ; 
Er face was fair, her love was true, 
And Johnny viſely wiſh'd nae more: 
4o7C's the pearl the ſhepherd's prize, 
Oeer the mountain, 
/ Near the fountain, 
/ Love delizhts the ſhepherd's eyes. | 
/ | Down the burn, &c. 


Gold and titles give not health, 
And Johnny could nae theſe impart ; 
Youthful Mary's greateſt wealth, 
Was ftill her faithful Johnny's heart: 
Svect the joys that lovers find, 
Great the treaſure, 
Rich the pleaſure, 
Where the heart is always kind. 


Down the burn, &c. 


_— 


ER, S O N G. 
THE charms that blooming beauty ſhews, 
From faces heay*nly fair: 
We to the lilly and the roſe, 
With ſemblance apt compare. 


With ſemblance apt, for ah, how ſoon, 
Row ſoon they all decay, 

The lilly droops, the roſe is gone, 
And beams fades away. 


But when bright virtue ſhines confeſt, 
With ſweet diſcretion join'd: | 
When mildneſs calms the peaceful breaſt, - 
And wiſdom guides the mind. = 


When 
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When charms like theſe, dear maid, conſpire, 


Thy perſon to approve 
They kindle gen'rous chats deſire, 
And everlafting love. _ 


Beyond the reach of tune or fate, 
Theſe graces ſhall endure ; 
Till like the paſhon they create, 
Eternal conſtant, pure, 
LOOSE EVERY SAIL. 
LOOSE every fail to the breeze, 
The courſe of my veſſel improve; 


Pye done with the toils of the ſeas, 
Ye ſailors, I'm bound to my love. 


Since Emma 1s true as ſhe's fair, 
My griefs I fling all to the wind, 

Tis a pleaſing return for my care, 
My miſcreis is conſtant and kind. 


My fails are all fill'd to my dear, - 
What tropic bird ſwifter can move; 
Who cruel {hall hold his career, 
That returns to the neſt of his love. 
Hoſe ev'ry fail to the breeze, | 
Come, ſhip-mates and join in the ſong ; 
Let's drink while the ſhip cuts the ſeas, 
To the gale that may drive her along. 
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— YOUNG Colin once courted Myrtilla the prude, 
If he figh'd or look d tender ſhe cry'd he was rude, 
Tho' he berg e with devotion ſome eaſe for his pain, 
got nothing but frowns and diſdain, 
e Fatigu'd 


The ſhepher 
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Fatigu'd with her folly his ſuit he gave o'er; - 
And vow'd that no female thould fetter him more. 


He ftrove with all caution to eſcape from the net, 
But Chloe foon caught him a finiſhed coquet; 
She glanced to his glances, ſhe ſighed to his ſighs, 
And flatter'd his hopes in the language of eyes; 
Alas for poor Colin when put to the teſt, 

Himſelf and his paſſion proved both but her jeſt. 


By the critical third he was fixed in the ſnare, 

By Fanny—zay, young, unaffected and fair, 

When the found he had merit and love took his part. 
She dal:y'd no longer but yielded her heart; 

With joy they ſubmitted to Hymen's decree, 

And now are as happy—as happy can be. 

As the roſe bud of beauty ſoon ſickens an4 fades, 
The prude and coquet are two ſligÞ:<4 old maids; 
Now their ſweets are all waſte too late they repent, 
For tranſports untaſted r moments mupent 3 


Ye virgins, take w-=ng, improve by my plan, 
And fix the ford youth when youprudently can. 


— — —— — 
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BLES T as the immortal gods is he, 
The youth that fondly ſits by thee. 

And ſees and hears thee all the while, 
Softly ſpeak and ſueetly ſmile. 

Twas this deprivedmy foul of reſt, 
And raiſed ſuch tunults in my breaſt, 
For while I gaz'd intranſport loft. 

My breath was gong, my voice was loft. 


My boſom glow'd, aubtile flame 

Ran quick thro' al'my vital frame; 
O'er.my dim eyes“ darkneſs hung. 
My ears with hab w murmurs Tung. 
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In dewy damys my limbs were chill'd, 


| My blood with gentle horrors thrill'd ; 1 
My feeble pulſe forgot to play, Ye 
I fainted, ſunk and died away, 'T} 
| 3 | 8 If: 
LET FAME SOUND THE TRUMPET. In 
| | 3 Sh 

| LET fame ſound the the trumpet and cry to the war, T5 


Let glory, let glory re- echo the ſtrain; 
The full tide of honour may flow from the ſcar, 
And heroes may ſmile, may ſimile, under pain. 


ö Ihe treaſures of antum let Bacchus diſplay, 
| And ftagger about with his bowl, 

| On C1CNCE Sol beam the luſtre of day, 

b And wiſdom giv c Eoh: to the ſoul. 


Let India unfold her rich Nes to the view : 
Each virtue, each joy to impi . 

ö O give me the friend that T know to v true, 

| And the fair that I tenderly love. 


What's Cory but pride, a vain bubble is fame. 
And riot the pleaſure of wine ; | 

Whats riches but trouble, and title 2 name; 
But friendſhip and love are divine. 


e e — 
| FAREWELL, MY PASTORA. 


1 FAREWELL, my Paſtora, m longer your ſwain, 

Quite fick of his bondage, can vſfer his chain, 

Nay arm not your brow with ſuck haughty diſdain, 

{ My heart leaps with joy to be freconce again. 
ing tol, derol, &c. HOW 
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ill live like the birds thoſe ſweet tenants of May, 
"Nho always are ſportful, who always are gay, 
How ſweetly their ſonnets they carol all day, 
Their love is but frolic, their courtſhip but play, 
| Sing tol, derol, &c. 


If truck by a beauty they ne'er {aw before, 
In chirping ſoft notes they her pity implore; 
She yields to entreaty, and when the fit's o'er, 
Tis twenty to one that they ever meet more. 
| Sing tol derol, &c. 
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1 Es I'm in love, I ſeel it now, 
And Chloe has undone me, 

And yet III ſwear I can't teil how _ 
The pleaſing pleague ſtole on me. 


Tis not her face that love creates, 
For there no graces revel, 

Tis not her ſhape, for there the fates; 
Have rather been uncivil. 

Tis not her air, for ſure in that, 
There's nothing more than common, 

And all her ſenſe is only chat, | 
Like any other woman. 

Her voice and touch might give the alarm, 
'L'was both perhaps or neither, 

In ſhort *twas that p ovoking charm, 
Of Mary altogether. 


_VIRTUVOUS LOVE. 6 
HOW ſweet is love when virtue guides, What 
How tranſient is the mind; 
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Smooth 
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Smooth as the ſummer's peaceful tides, 
As Srateful and as kind. 


The morning breaks ſerenely clear, 
We welcome in the day; 

The evening comes without a fear, 
The nicht our toils repay. 


But fad reverſe when vice appears, 

With all her fcorpian tra in: 
Joyleſs we paſs our prime of years, 
vn end a life in 285 
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DATE OBOLUM BELISARIO! 


ON! Fortune how firangely thy gifts are awarded, 
How much to thy ſhame, thy caprice is recorded! 
As the wile, great and good of thy frowns ſeldom 
"(cape any, 
Witneſs brave Beliſarius who begg'd for an half. 
penny. 
Date cholum Beliſario! &C. 
Hewhoſe fame from his valiour and vict'ries aroſe fir, 
Of his my the ſhield, and the ſcourge of her foes, 
Ir, 
By his poor faithful dog, blind and 8 was led, ſir 
With one foot in the grave, thus to beg for his bread 


ſir, Date &c. 
When 1 young Roman Knight in the ſtreet paſſing by 
Ir, 


The vet'ran fury ey. with a heart rending ſigh, ſir, 
And a purſe in his helmet he drop'd with a tear, fir, 
While the ſoldier's ſad TIO thus attracted his ear. 

fir, Date, &c. 


J have 
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„ have fought, I have bled, I have conquer'd for 

Rome, fir, 

I have crown'd her with laurels which for ages will 
bloom, fir; 

« Tenrich'd her with wealth, weld her pride and 
her power, fir, 

I have eſpous'd her for life, and diſgrace is my 
dow'r, fir. Date, &c. 


vet blood I ne'er wantonly waſted at random, 
« Looſing thouſands their lives with a ni! deſperan- 
dum 4 
« But cach conqueſt I gain , I made friend and foe 
know, 
« That my ſoul's only aim was for pro publico bono: 
Date, &C. 


Ino colonies loſt by attempts to enſlave them, 
Jof Romans free rights never ſtrove to bereave 


„them, 
* Lk bow down their necks to the yoke for my 
«* plealure, 
Have an empire di ſmember'd, or ſquander'd its 
treaſuie, | Date, &c, 


„Nor yet for my friends, for my kindred, or ſelf, fir, 
Has my glory been Rain'd by the baſe views of 


4 pelt, fir, 
For ſuch tordid deſigns I've fo far been from 
(carvin; 
" « Ola and blind, T have no chants but of beggin or 
« ftarving. ate, &c. 
No, if ſoldier, or ſtateſman, of what age or 
nation ' 


He er may be, ſhould hear this ne : 
And of eye- ſight bereſt, ſhould like me, grope his 


* way br, 
The bright fun- beams of virtue will turn night into 
* day, fir. Date, &c. 
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„80 I to diſtreſs and to darkneſs inur 'd, fr, 


In this vile cruſt of clay when no longer imm ur'd. fr, 


“begin, ſir, 


At deaths welcome ſtroke my bright courſe ſhail 


* And enjoy endleſs day from the ſun-ſhine within. 


Sw 
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THE GROVES, _ PLAINS. 


T HE groves, the plains, 
The nymphs, the ſwains ; 
The ſilver ſtream, and cooling ſhade, 
All, all declare, 
How falſe you are, 
How _—_ you have betr ar'd. 
| iſſembler, go, 
Too well T know, | 
Your fatal, falſe, deluding art. 
To S very ſhe, 
: As well as me, 
You make an offering of your heart. 
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THE SPENTHRITIF T. 


YE frolickſome ſparks of the game, 
Ye miſers both wretched and old, 
Come liſten to BIIr y by name, 
Who once had 2 hatful ct F gold, 
With ſeven-ſcore acres of land, 
And corn and cattle great ſtore | 
Tho now 1 have nought at command, 
Yet I'm as gay as before. 


Then why ſhould we quarrel for riches, 
Or any juch glittering uus? 

4 lig lit heart ard athin pair of hreeclies 
Oo through the work, brave 9 


Date, &c. 


M/ 
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My father was cioatied in leather, 
My mother in ſheep 5 ruſſet grey; 
They labour'd in all ſorts of weather, 
That T might go gallant and gay; 
With my rapier, hat mounted with feather, 
A heart too as light as a cork : 
What my old dad had rak'd un together 
I ſpread all abroad with a fork. 
Tien why, Cc. 
The merchant who trades on the ſeas 
For riches, you very well know, 
His mind can he never at eaſe 
* hen bhluſtering tempeſts do blow; 
His \appineſs | is very ſmall, 
For fear of ſome terrible news, 
But he that has nothing at all, 
Has little or noching to loſe. 
T hen why, &c. 


SIFI-FLOWING AVON. 
7100 ſoft lowing Avon, by whoto filver ſtream, 
of ching; more than mortal thy SHAKESPEARE 
would dream, 
The fairies by moon- light Ane 0. und his green bed, 
For hallow'd the turf is which pillow'd his head. 


The love Rricken maiden, the ſoft-ſighing ſwain, 
Here roves without danoer, and fichs without pain, 
The ſweet bud of beauty no blight ſhall e'er dread, 
For hallow'd the turf is which pillow d his head. 


Here youth all! ben fam d for their love and Ah 
truth, 

And chearful old age feel the ſpirit of youth 

For the ra ptures of fancy here poets ſhall tend, 


Fer Lalicw'd the twat Ss v hich pillov'd his head. 
WY: „ Flo 
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Flow on, filver Avon, in ſong ever flow, 
Be the ſwans on thy boſom ftill whiter than ſnow, 
Flow on, ever flow, like his fame may you ſpread. 
For hallow'd the turf is which pillow'd his head. 
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BLOW HIGH, BLOW LOW. 


BLOW high, blow low, let tempeſts tear 

The main-maf by the board, « 
My heart with thoughts of thee, my dear, 

And love well ſtor'd, . —_ 
Shall brave all danger, ſcorn all fear, 

The roaring winds the raging ſea, 
In hopes on ſhore to be once more 

Safe moor'd with thee. 


Aloft while mountains high we go, 
The whiſtling winds that ſcud along, 
And the ſurge roaring from below 
Shall my ſignal < to think on thee, 2 
And this ſhall be my ſong, 
| Blow high, blow low, &c. 


And on that night when all the crew 
The mem'ry of their former lives, 
{ O'er flowing cans of flip renew, 
And drink their ſweethearts and their wives, 
I'll have a ſigh, and think on thee, 
And as the ſhip rolls thro' the ſea, 


The burthen of my ſong ſhall be, 
| Blow high, blow low, &c. . 
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S ON. 
Come, dear Pas TORA, come away, 
And hail the chearful ſpring; 


| Wor 
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Now fragrant bioſſoms crown the May, 
And woods with love notes ring; 
Now Phœbus to the weſt deſcends, 
And theds a fainter ray, 


And as our rural labour ends, 
We bleſs the cloſing day. 


In yonder artleſs maple bower, 

With blooming woddbines twin'd, 
Let us enjoy the evening hour, 

On earth's ſoſt lap reclined ; 

Or where yon poplars verdant bought; 
The cryſtal current ſhade ; 

On! deign, fair nymph, to hear the vows 
My faithful heart has made. 


Within this breaſt no ſoft deceit, 
No artful flattery bides; 

But truth ſcarce known among the great, 
Cer every thought prefides :; | 

On pride's falſe glare I look with ſcorn, 
And ail its glittering train, 

Ze mine the pleaſures which adorn 
'Fhis ever peaceful plain. 
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Come then, my fair, and with me love 
Each rifing care ſubdue, 

Thy preſence can each grief remove. 
Andevery joy renew; : 

The lilly fades, the roſe grows faint. 
The tranſient bloom is vain : 

But laſting truth and virtue paint 
Pas roRA of the plain. 


——— — 
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- £DONER than I'll my love fore go, 
And loſe the man 1 prize, 
I'll bravely combat ev'ry woe, 
Or fall a ſacr:tice. 
| G 3 | Nor 


( 


3's Nor bolts, nor bars, ſhall me controul 


. i death and danger dare; —— 4 
A Reſtraint but fires the active foul, : O1 
Th And urges fierce deſpair. | 
af The window now ſhall by my gate, Ne 
4 Fil either fall or ff | BE 
as Before I'll live with him J hate, 5 I 
A "or him I love I'h die. 1 
1 THE FOLLY YOUNG WATERMAN. | 
(| DID you not hear of a jolly young Waterman, O 
 _ Who at Black friars Bridge us'd for to ply ; 8 8. 
ti And he feather'd his Oars with ſuch {kill & dexterity, - 
| Winning each heart, and NU each eye: | 
Þ Ze look d ſo neat, and row d ſo ſteadily, B 
y The maidens all ſiock'd in his boat ſo ready, : 
El And he ey'd the young rogues with ſo charnung an ar, Q 
0 Lie ey'd the young rogues with ſo charming #n wr, 
0 That this Waterman ne'er was in want of a tale. 7 
1 | * : 
1 What fights of fine folks he oft row'd in hiswherty, 
F Tyvas clean d out ſo nice, and fo painted withal, | { 
N He was always firſt oars when the city fine ladies. 
5 In a party to Renslagh went or Vauzhall; 8 
i And oftentimes would they be giggling and leering, 
0 But twas all one to Tou, their gibing and jeering, ; 
8 For loving, or liking, he little did care, h 
f For this Waterman ne'er was in want ofa fare. 
ik 


And yet, but to fee how ſtrangely things happen, 


. 
0 As he row'd along, thinking of nothing at all, 
li | He was ply'd by a Damſel io lovely and charming, 
td That ſhe ſfmil'd, and ſo ſtraightway in love he did fall; 
1 And wou'd this young Damſel but baniſh his ſorrow, 
i He'd wed her to-night before to-morrow. 
And how ſhould this Waterman ever know care, 

; When he's married, and never in want of a fare. 
| ; ___ SONG. 
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OF Leinſter famed for maidens fair, 
Bright Luc was the grace, 

Nor e er did Liffey's limpid ſiream 
Reflect a fairer face, 


Till luckleſs love and pining care, 
Impair'd her roſy hue, 

Her coral lips, her damaſic cheeks, 
And eyes of gloſſy blue. 


Oh! have you ſcen the lilly pale, 
When bearing rains deſcend, 
50 droop'd this flow conſuming maid, 

Her life now near its end. 


By Lucy warn'd of flatt'ring ſwains, 
Fake heed, ye eaſy fair, 

Of vengeance due to broken VOWS, 
Ye perjur'd ſwains beware. 


Three times all in the dead of night, 
A bell was heard to ring 

And ſhrieking at her window thrice, 
The raven flapp'd her wing. 


Too By the love-lorn maiden knew 
The folemn-boting found, 

And thus in dying words beſpoke 
The maiden's weeping ſound. 


I hear a voice you cannot hear, 
Which ſays I muſt not ſtay, 

I ſee a hand you cannot fee, 
Which beckons me away. 


By a falſe heart and broken vows, 
In early youth TI die, 

Was I to blame becauſe the bride 8 
Is twice as rich as 12 
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| On! what were perjured Corin's ; thoughts, 


116 
Ah Corrs, give not her thy vows, 
Vows due tome alone, 


Nor thou. fond maid, receive his kits, 
And think him all thy OWN. 


To-morrow i in the church to wed, 
Impatient both prepare ; 
But know, fond maid, and know falſe man, 


That Lucy will be there. 


Then bear my corſe, ye comrades dear, 
The bride-grom blithe to meet ; 
He in his wedding trim ſo gay, 
T in my winding ſheet. 


She ſpoke and died. Her corſe was borne 
The bridegroom blithe to meet ; 
He in his wedding trim ſo gay. 
She in her winding ſheet. 


7 


How were thoſe nuptials kept ! 
The bride-men flocked round Lucy dead, 
And all the village wept 


Compaſſion, ſhame, remorſe, deipair, 
At once his boſom ſw ell, 

The damps of death bedew'd his brows 's, 
He ſhook, he groaned, he fell. 


From the vain bride, a bride no more, 
The varying crimſon fled, | 


When ſtretched beſide her rival's corie, 


She ſaw her huſband dead. 


He to his Lucy's new made grave, 
Convey'd by trembling ſwains, 

One mould with her beneath one . 
For ever now remains. 


Oft at this place the conſtant hind, 
And plighted maid are ſeen. 
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With garlands gay and true love knot:, 
They deck the ſacred green. 


But, ſwain forſw orn, Whoe'er thou art, 
This hallow'd ſpot forbear ; 
Remember Cor1n's dreadful fate; 
And t2ar to meet him here. : 


3 r !“ 
SWEET POLL OF PLYMOUTH. 


STEET POLL of Plymouth was my dear, 
When ſforc'd from her to go, 
A Gown her cheek rain'd many a tear, 
My heart was fraught with woe. 
Our anchor weigh” 1 for ſea we ſtood, 
The land we left behi nd; 
Ir tears then ſwell d the briny fiood, 
My fighs encreas'd the wind. 


We xjaw'd the deep, and now between 
Us hy the ocean wide ; 
Fe five long years 1 had not ſeen, 
My tweet, my bonny bride «+ 
Tia; time I fail'd the world around, 
Ail for my true love's fake; _ 
But preſs'd as we were homeward bound, 
I thought my heart would br eak. 


Tide preſs-gang bold J afk'd in van 
To let me once on ſhore; 
I hong d to ſee my PoLL again, 

But ſaw my PoLL no more. F 
And have they torn my love away? | 
, * And-15 he gone?“ ſhe cry d; 

Mx PorLLy ! ſweeteſt flower of May ! 
Sie languiih'd, droop'd and dy'd, 
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HOW IMPERFECT 18 EXPRESSION. 1 
HOW imperfect is expreſſion, 
Some emotions to impart; mY Dos E. 
When ve mean a ſoft confeſſion, 
And yet teek to hide the heart. | 80 
When our boſoms, all complying, . 
With delicious tumults well, | TI 
And beat u hat broken, falt'ring, dying 
Language would, dur cannot tell. Fe 
Deep con fu ſion's roſy error, 
Quite exprefiise pains my cheek, 
Aſk no more—beho!id your Error, 
Bluſhes eloquently ipeak. 
What tho' ſilent is my anguiſh, W 
Or breath'd ouly to the air: 
Mark my eyes, and as they languith, | He 
Read what y ou have w ritten ches e. | | 
A1 


Oh!] that you could once conceive me, 
Once my ſoul's ſtrong ſeeling view; 280 

Love has nought more fond, believe me; P's 
Friendſhip nothing half 10 true. 


For you J am wild, deſpairing, He 
With you ſpeechleis as I touch; | | Bu 

This is all that beais declaring, | 5 
And perhaps declares too much. | : 


6—— . ___C__C._ 


A ROSE TRE E FULL IN BEARING. 


A Rocst-TREE full in bearing, 


Had ſweet flower's fair to iee; As 
One roſe, beyond comparing, Ar 
For beauty attracted me. > 


'Tho..cager once to win it, 
Lovely, blooms, freſh, and gay, 


T find 
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I finda canker in it, 
And now throw it far away. 


How fine this morning early, 
The fun ſhining clear and bright ; 
So late I loy'd you dearly, 
Tho' loft now each fond delight, 
The clouds ſeem big with ſhow'rs, 
Sunny beams no more are ſeen, — 
Farewell ye happy hours, | 
Your falſehood has chang'd the ſcene. 


K» 


—— — 


| $0 NS; 
WHEN from her beauty long I've ſtrove 
To free my doating heart, 
Her wit brings back my flying love, 
And charms it down by art. 
And when her wit IJ have often foil'd, 
With one commanding view. 
I'm by her eyes again beguil'd, 
And captive held anew. 
Her wit alone were vain, alone 
Her beauty would not do, 
But what the devil can be done, „ 
With wit and beauty too. | e 


3 S ON G. 
As you mean to ſet ſail for the land of delight, 


And in wedlock's ſoft hammock to ſwing every night, | 


If you hope that your voyage ſucceſsful ſhould prove, 
Fill your ſails with affection, your cabin with love, 


Fill your ſails, &e 
Le 
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Let your heart like the mainmaſt, be ever upright, 
And the union you boaſt, like your takle be tight, 
Of the ſhoals of indiff rence be ſure to keep clear, 
And the quickſands of jealouſy never come near, 
And tie quick ſends &c. 


If huſbands &'er hope to live peaceable 3 
They muſt reckon themſelves, give the helm to their 
Wives, 
For the evener we go, boys, the better we ail, 
And on ſhip-boary the helm is fill ruled by the tail, 
| And on ſpip-loard, Kc. 


Then liſt to your pilot, my boys, and be wie ; 
If my precep.s you ſcorn, and my maxims deſpiſe, 
A brace of proud antlers your brows may adorn, 


And a kundred to one but you'll double Cape Horn. 
And a hundred, nos 


N r 2 7 U N E. 


HAD NEPTUNE, when firſt he took charge of the 
ſea, 

Been as wiſe, or at leaſt been as merry as we 

He'd have thought better on't, and inſtead of 1 its brine 

Would have fll'd the vaſt ocean with gen'rous wine. 


"What trafficking then would have been on the main, 
For the ſake of £ good liquor, as well as for gain! 
No fear then of tempeſt, or danger ol ſinking ; ; 

The fiſhes ne'er drown that are always a-drinking, 


The hot thirſty ſun then would drive with more maſts, | 


Secure in the evening of ſuch a repaſt: 
And when he'd get tipſey have taken his nap, 
With double the pleaſure 1 in Tazris's lap. 


By 


„ 


By the force of his rays, and thus heated with wine, 
Con ſider how glorious Phoebus would ſhine ; 
What vaſt exalations he'd drawahp on high, 

To relieve the pcor earth as 1t wanted ſupply. 


How happy us mortals, when bleſt with ſuch rain, 
To fill all our veſſels and fill them again! 

Nay, even the beggar that has ne'er a diſh, 
Might jump in the river and drink like a fith. 


What mirth and contentment on every brow, 

Hos as great as a prince, dancing after the plough! 
The birds in the air as they play on the wing, 
Altho' they but ſip, would eternally fing. 


The ftars, who think don't to drinking incline, 
Would friſk and rejoice at the fume of the wine; 
And, merrily twinkling, would ſoon let us know, 
That they were as happy as mortals below. 


Had this been the caſe, what had we enjoy'd? 
Our ſpirits ſtill rifhng, our fancy ne'er cloy'd : 
A pox then on Nx UNE, when 'twas in his power, 
To flip like a fool, ſuch a fortunate hour. 


—_ 


MARY's DREAM. 

THE moon had climb'd the higheſt hill 

That riſes o'er the ſource of Dee, 
And from the eaſtern ſummit ſhed 

Her filver light on tow'er and tree; 
When Mary laid her down to ſleep, 

Her thoughts on Saxpy far at lea : 
When ſoft and low a voice was heard 

Say—Maxy, weep no more for me. 


She from her pillow gently rais'd _ 
Her head to aſk who there might be, 
8 | | And 


. „ 


And ſaw young Sandy ſhivering ſtand, Zi 
With pallid cheek and hollow eye, ; 
O, Maxy dear ! cold is my clay, | Al 
It lies beneath a ſtormy fea ; 5 
Far, far from thee, I ſleep in death, | Bu 
So, Manx, weep no more for me. | 
Three ſtormy nights and ſtormy days, ze 
We tois'd upon the raging main, "BY 
And long ve ftrove our back to ſave, wt? 
But all our ſtriving was in vain : F | * 
Een then, when horror chill'd my blood, | 4 
My heart was fill'd with love for thee; 1 
The ſtorm is paſt, and J at reſt, For 
So, Mary, weep no more for me. i 
O! maiden dear! thyſelf prepare, 
We ſoon ſhall meet upon that ſhore, 
Where love is free from doubt or care, : 
And thou and I ſhall part no more. Wh 
Loud crow'd the cock! the ſhadow fled! ::A 
No more of Sandy could ſhe fee ; But 
But ſoft the paſſing ſpirit ſaid, B. 
O! MARY! weep no more for me, Whi 
TOM BOWLING. „ 
HERE a ſheer hulk, lies poor Tou BowIIxc. 
The darling of our crew, . | 
No more he'll hear the tempeſt howling, For! 
For death has broach'd him too. W 
His form was of the manlieſt beauty, _ Wich 
His heart was kind and ſoft, 5 x Co 
| Faithful below he did his duty, | 170 
1 And now he's gone aloft. 5 when 
Ton never from his word departed,  -: ; | 


His virtues were ſo rare, 


| * 
1 


His 


: 6 


is friends were many, and true hearted, 
His FoLL was kind and fair. | 

And then he'd ſing ſo blithe and jolly, 
Ah! many's the time and oft, 

But mirth is turn'd to melancholy, 
For Ton is gone aloft. 


Yet ſhall poor Tou find pleaſant weather, 
When he who all commands 

Shall give, to call life's crew together, 
The word to pipe all hands; 

Thus death who kings and tars diſpatches, 
In vam Teu's life has doff'd; 

For though his hody's under hatches, 
is toul is gone aloft, 


BUMPER SQUIRE JONES. 


YE good teliows all, 
\Who love to be told where there's claret good ftore, 
Attend to the call of one who's ne'er frighted, 
But greatiy delighted with ſix bottles more ; 
Be jure you don't pais che good houſe monèy-glaſs, 
Which the jolly red god ſo peculiarly owns ; 
Tu ill uit your humour, for pray what would you 
more | 
Than mirth with good claret, and bumpers, Squire 
Jones? : | 
Ye lovers who pine 
For laſſes, who oft prove as cruel as fair, 
Who whumper and whine for lilies and roſes, 
With eyes, lips, and noſes, or tip of an ear, 

Come hither, I'll ſhew ye, how Phillis and Chloe 
No more ſhall occaſion ſuch fighs and ſuch groans; 
For what mortal ſo ſtupid, as not to quit Cupid, 
When zcall'd by good claret and bumpers, Squire 

| Jones? „ e 
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Le poets who write, 
And brag of your drinking fam'd Hehcon's brook, 
Though all you get by't is a dinner oft- times, 
In reward for your rhymes, with Humphry the duke ; 
Learn Bacchus to follow, and quit your Apollo, 
Forſake all the muſes, thoſe jenſeleſs old drones; 
Our jingling of glaffes your rhyming ſurpaſſes, 
When crown'd with good claret, and bumpers, 
__*Square Jones. = 
Ye ſoldiers ſo ſtout, 


With plenty of oaths, though not plenty of coin, 
Who make ſuch 5 rout of all your commanders, 


— 


Who ſerv'd us in Flanders, and eke at the Boyne, 


Come leaveoff yourrattling of fightingand battling. 

And own you'd much better to ſleep in whole bones, 

Were you ſent to Gibraltar your note would ſoon 
Alter, | 5 

And wifh for good claret and bumpers, Squire Jones. 


Ve clergy fo wiſe, . 
Who myſt'ries profound can demonſtrate ſo clear, 
How worthy jou riſe, you preach once a week, 


But your tythes never ſeek above once ina year; 


Come here without failing, and leave off your 
mln - 7. | 
Gainſt biſhops providing for dull ſtupid drones; 
Say the text ſo divine, what is life without wine? 
Then away with the claret, a bumper, Squire Jones. 


Ye lawyers ſo juſt, 


Be the cauſe what it will, you learnedly plead, 


How worthy of truſt, you know black from white. 
Ye prefer wrong to right, as you're chancedto be feed: 
Leave muſty reports, and forſake the king's courts, 
Where dulneſs and diſcord have ſet up their thrones, 
Burn Salkeld and Ventris, with all your damn'd 
„ entries, | 

And away with the claret, a bumper Squire . 
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Te Fhyſical tribe. 
Whoſe knowledge con ſiſts to hard words and grimace, 
When'er you preſcribe have at your devotion 
Pills, bolus or potion, be what will the caſe: P 
Pray where is the need to purge, bliſter and bleed, 
When ailing yourſelves, the whole faculty owns, 
That the forms of old Galen are not ſo prevailing, 
As mirth with good claret, and bumpers, Squire 
Jones: | | 


Ve fox-hunters, eke, : 
That follow the call of the horn and the hound, 
Who your ladies forſake before they're awake, 
To beat up the brakes where the. vermin is found ; 
Leave Piper and Blueman, ſhrill Ducheſs and 
Trueman; | 
No muſic is found in ſuch diſſonant tones: 
Wou'd you raviſhyourearswiththe ſong of theſpheres 


Hark! away to the claret and bumpers, Squire 


Jones. 
| nm 


THE WHINING LOVER. 


CHARMING Crros, look with pity, 
On your faithful love- ſick ſwain, 
Hear, ah hear, this doleful ditty, 
And relieve his mighty pain. 


Find you mufick in his fighing ? 
Can you ſee him in diſtreſs ? 
Withing, trembling, panting, dying!“ 
Vet afford no kind redreſs ! | 


Love for love's the ſwain's ambition, 
But if that is doomed to great. 


Pity, pity, his condition, 
Say at leaſt, you do not hate. 
1 = A LONNY 
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O BONNY LASS WILL YOU IIVE: c. 
AND O Bonny laſs, will you live in a barrack ? 
And marry-a ſoldier and carry his wallet ? 
The Drum is a beating and we muſt get ready, 
And will you gang away with your ſoldier laddie ? 
Your ſoldier, your ſoldier, your ſoldier laddie, 
And will you gang away with your ſoldier laddie ? 


O yes, I will go and think nae mair of it, 
I'Il marry my Jockey and carry his wallet, 
Pl neither aſk leave of my mammy or daddy, 

But ill gang away with my ſoldier laddie. 

| My ſoldier, my ſoldier, &c. 

And O bonny laſs, will you come a campaigning, 
And brave every danger of battle and famine *? 
When weary and wet, I'll have none to befriend me, 
In fickneſs, diſtreſs, and in danger attend me. 
The drums are a beating, my dear, are you ready? 
Will you gang with your ſoldier, your ſoldier laade : 


O yes, I will brave all the dangers you mention, 
And fifty times more gin you had the invention, 
Nor famine, nor battle, nor danger will fear me, 
Whilſt I have my Jockey, my ſoldier laddie. 
| My ſoldier, my ſoldier, &c. 

And O my dear Mary, if Gcd ſends us a bearn, 
My pay is but ſmall, and no more can I earn, 
Will you be contented when you are a mammy * 
And Jock will be faithful to you and your baby. 
Now the drum is a beating, my dear are you ready 
And now will you gang with your foldier laddie? 

| NE Your ſoldier laddie, &“. 


Yes i'll be contented if God ſend the bearn, 
And do jay endeavour ſome pence for to earn, 
As tmall as the pay is, your Mary don't fear it, 
While ſhe has her Jockey, her ſoldier Jad near her, 


11 
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If the drum be a beating, my dear, Iam ready, 


And TI will gang with you, my ſoldier laddie. 


— anath 


POLL AND MY PARTNER JOE. 


Iwasd'ye ſee a waterman, 
As ticht and ſpruce as any, 


Txt Richmond town 
Aud Horieiy-down 


Tearnd an honeſt penuy: 


None could of fortane's fav our orag 
More than could lucky I. 
My cot was ſaug, well fill'd my cag, & 
My erunter in the ſty. 
With whe rry tight 
And boſom light 
I cheerfully did row, 
And, to compleat this princely lite, 
Sure never man had friend and wite 
Like my polland my partner Joe. 


I rol''d in joys like theſe a while, 
Folks far near careſs d me, 
Till, woe, is me, 
So labberly 
The preſs-gang came and preſs'd me: 
How could J all theſe pleaſures leave? 
How with my wherry part? 
I neyer ſo took on to grieve, * 
It wrung my very heart. 
But when on board 
They gave the word 
To fereign Darts to go, 
I rued the moment I was born, 
That ever I ſhould thus be torn 
From my Poll and my partner Joe. . 
1 5 l 
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I did my duty man fully 
While on the billows rolling, 
And night and day | 
Could find my way 


Blindfold to the main-top bowling: 


Thus all the dangers of the main, 
Quickſands and pales of wind, 

I brav'd in hopes to taſte again 

The joys I left behind: 
In climes afar, 
The hotteſt war, 

Pour'd broadſides on the foe, 
In hopes theſe perils to relate, 
As by my fide attentive fat, 

My Poll and my partner Joe. 


At laſt it pleas'd his Majeſty 
To give peace unto the nation, 
And honeft hearts, | 
From foreign parts, 
Came home tor conſolation : 
Like lightening—for I felt new lite, 
Now ſafe from all alarms— 


I ruſh'd, and found my friend and wite 


» Lock'd in each others arms ! 
Fet fancy not 
I bore my lot 6 
Tame, like a lubber - No, 
For ſeeing I was finely trick'd, 
Plump to the devil I fairly kick d 
My Poll and my partner Joe. 


rr 
LASS OF RICHMOND HILL. 


On Richmond hill there lives a lais 
More bright than May-day morn, 


Whoſe charms all other maids ſurpaſs; 


A roſe without a thorn. / 


This 


Co ux 
And v 
That 

And a 


And v 
Seeing 
By ſha 
Melod 
And I 
And a 
A cap 
Embre 
A gow 
Which 
Fair lit 
With | 


( 


This laſs ſo neat with ſmiles ſo fweet, 
Has won my right good will: 

I'd crowns refign to call her mine, 
Sweet laſs of Richmond-hi!!l. 


Ye zephyr's gay that fan the air, 
And wanton thro” the grove; | 
O whiſper to my charming fair, 
I die for her and love. = 
| | This laſs fo neat, &c. 
How happy will the ſhepherd be, 
Who calls this nymph his own ; 
O? may her choice be fixed on me, 
Mine's fixed on her alone. 
This laſs fo neat, &c. 
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THE SHEPHERD's INVITATION 


Cox live with me, and be my love, 
And we will all the pleaſures prove 
That vallies, groves, or hilis, and fields, 
And all the ſteepy mountain yields. 


And we will ſit upon the rocks, 

Seeing the ſhepherds feed their flocks 
By ſhallow rivers, to whoſe falls 
Melodious birds ſing madrigals. 


And I will make thee beds of roſes, 

And a thouſand fragrant pofies ; 

Acap of flowers, and a kutle, | 
Embroider'd all with leaves of myrtle. 


A gown made of the fineſt wool, 

Which from our pretty lambs we pull; 

Fair lin'd flippers for the cold, 

With buckles of the pureſt gold. 3 
i | Abel 
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A belt of ſtraw and ivy buds, 

With coral claſps and amber ſtuds : 
And if theſe pleaſures may thee move, 
Come live with me and be my love. 


The ſhepherd ſwains ſhall dance and ſing 
For they delight each May morning: 
If theſe delights thy mind may move, 
Come hve with me and be my love. 


POOR JACK. 


GO patter to lubbers and {abs d'ye ſee, 
*Bout danger, and fear, and the like; 
A tight water boat, and good fea room give me, 
And tent to a little IH ſtrke 
Tho' the tempeſt top-gallant-maſts ſmack {moot 
ſhould {mite, | | 
And 1hiver each ſplinter of wood, 
Clear the wreck, ftow the yards, and bouſe every 
| thing tight, | 
And under reef'd foreſail we'll ſcud : 
Avaſt, nor don't think me a milk-fop ſo ſoft 
To be taken for trifles aback, | 
For they ſay there's a Providence fits up aloft, 
To keep watch for the life of Poor Jack. 


Why I heard the good chaplain palaver one day 

About ſouls, heaven, mercy and ſuch, 

And, my timbers, what lingo he'd coil and belay, 

Why 'twas juſt all as one as high Dutch; 

But he ſaid how a ſparrow can't founder, d'ye lee, 

Without order's that come down below, | 

And many fine things that prov'd clearly to me, 
That Providence takes us in tow; FE 

For ſays he, do you mind me, let ſtorms e'er ſo ſoft 

Take the top-ſails of ſailors aback, . 

N There's 
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There's a ſweet little cherub that ſits up aloft, 


To keep watch for the life of Poor Tack. 


L {aid to my Poll, for you ſee ſhe would cry, 
When laſt we weigh'd anchor for fea, 
What argufies ſniv'ling and piping your eye, 
VM hy whata damn'd fool you mult be! 
Can't you fee the world's wide and there's room for 
us all? 
Both for ſeamen and lubbers aſhore, 
nd if to old Davy I ſhould go, friend Poll, 
Why you never will hear of me more : 
What then! all's a hazard come, don't be ſo ſoft, 
Perhaps I may laughing come back, 
For, Wye fee, there's a cherub fits ſmiling aloft, 
To keep watch for the liſe of Poor Jack. 
D'ye mind me a ſailor ſhould, be ev'ry inch, 
All as one as a piece of the ſhip, 
And with her brave the world without offering to 
flinch, 
From the moment tie anchors a trip, 
As to me, in ail weathers, all times, ſides and ends, 
Nought' a trouble from duty that fprings,— 
My heart is my Polls and my rhino my friends, 
And, as for my life, 'tis my King's: 
Even when my time comes, ne'er believe me fo ſoſt, 
As with grief to be taken aback, — 
That fame little cherub that ſits up aloft, 
Will look out a good birth for Poor Jack. 
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THE SAILOR's FAREWELL. 


THE top-fails ſhiver in the wind, 
'The ſhip ſhe caſts to fea, _ 

But yet my ſoul, my hear, my mind, 
Are, Mary, moor'd with thee ; 


For 


. 


For tho' thy ſailor's bound afar, 
Still love ſhould be his leading ftar. 


Should landſmen flatter when we're ſail'd 
O doubt their artful tales; 
No gallant ſailor's ever fail'd, 
If love breath'd conſtant gales ; 
Thou art the compaſs of my ſoul, 
Which ſteers my heart from pole to pole. 


Syrens in every port we meet, 
More fell than rocks and waves ; 
But ſuch as grace the Britiſh fleet, 
Are lovers and not ſlaves; 
No foes our courage ſhall ſubdue, 
Altho* we've left our hearts with you. 


Theſe are our cares but if you're kind. 

Well ſcorn the daſhing main, 

The rocks, the billows, and the wind, 
The power of France and Spain: 

Now England's glory reſts with you, 

Our fails are full ſweet girls, adieu 


POOR TOM. 


THEN farewell my trim built wherry, 
Oars, and coat, and badge, farewell; 
Never more, at Chelſea ferry, e 

Shall your Thomas take a ſpell. 


But to hope and peace a ſtranger, 
In the battle heat I go; 3 
Where expos'd to every danger, 
Some friendly ball ſhall lay me low. 


Then may-hap, when homeward ſteering, 


With the news by meſs-mates come, 


E | 


My f 


31 3 
Even you, the ſtory hearing, | 
Witli a figh may cry—Poor Tom! 


S -Q- N G. 

COME chear up, my lads, tis to glory we ſteer, 
o add ſomething new to this wonderful year: 
To honour we call you, not preſs you like ſlaves : 
For who are ſo free as we ſons of the waves? 
Jieart of oak are our ſhips, jolly-tars are our men; 

We always are fteady, 

Steady, boys, ſteady : 
We'll itzht and we'll conquer again and again. 
Wene'er ſee our foes, but we with them to ſtay; 
They never ſee us, but they wiſh us away: 
If they run why we follow, and run them aſhore ; 


For if they won't fight us, we cannot do more. 
Heart of oak, &c. | 


They {wear they'll invade us, theſe terrible foes 

They'll frighten our women, and children, and beaux; 

But ſhould their flat-bottoms in darkneſs get o'er, 

Still Brittons they'll find to receive them on ſhore. 
Heart of Oak, &c, 5 


We'll ſtill make them run, and we'll {ti} make them 
35 | : 
In ſpite of the Devil and Paris Gazette : wy 
Then chear up, my lads, with one voice let us ſing 
Our foldiers, our ſailors, our ſtateſman, and king. 
Heart of Oak, &c. | 


* 


S O N G. 
I TOLD my nymph, I told her true, 
My fields were ſmall, my flocks were few : W 


ven 


1 


While flatt'ring accents ſpoke my fear, 
That Flavia might not prove fincere. 


Of crops deſtroyed by vernal cold, 
And vagrant ſheep that left my fold; 
Of thoſe ſhe heard yet bore to hear, 
And 1s not Flavia then fincere ? 


How chang'd by fortune's fickle wind, 


The friends I loy'd became unkind ; : 
She heard and ſhed a generous tear, ! 
And Flavia ſure muſt be ſincere. ] 


How if-ſhe deigned my love to ble, 
My Flavia muſt not hope for dreis; 


This too ſhe heard, and ſmil'd to hear, | ( 
And Flavia ſure muſt be ſincere. | 
Go ſhear your flocks you jovial ſmaine, 7 
Go reap the plenty of your plains; P 
Deſpoil'd of all which you revere, | | 
know my Flavia loves ſincere. | . F 
| ON FRIENDS HIP. yo 8 
THE world, my dear Myra, is full of deceit, 3 
And friendſhip a jewel we ſeldom can meet; + 81 
How ſtrong does it ſeem, that in ſearching around, 
This fdurce of content is 10 rare to be found! 
O friendſhip! thou balm and rich fweetner of life, 
Kind parent of eaſe, and compoſer of ſtrife; 
Without thee, alas! what are riches and poyw'r, A 
But empty deluſion, the qoys of an hour. LY 
How much to be prized, and eſteem'd is a friend, 3 
On whom we may always with ſafety depend; acts 
Our joys when extended, will always encreaſe, N. 
And griefs, when devided, are huſhed into mm Ne 
- | en : 


) 


When fortune is ſmiling what crowds will appear, 
Their kindneſs to offer, and friendſhip ſincere; 
Let change but the proſpect, and point out diſtreſs, 


No longer to court you they eagerly preſs. 
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— 8 O0 N. . 
WHEN war's alarms enticed my Willy from me, 
My poor heart with grief did ſigh. 
Each fond remembrance brought freſh ſorrow on me, 
"Woke ere yet the morning was nigh. 
No other could delight him ; 

| Ah! why did I e'er-ſlight him, 

Coldly anſwering his fond tale, 3 
Which drove him far amid, the rage of war, 
And left ſilly me thus to bewail. 


But I no longer, tho' a maid forſaken, 
Thus will mourn like yonder dove, 
For ere the lark to-morrow ſhall awaken, 
I will ſeek my abſent love. 
The hoſtile country over, 
II fly to ſeek my lover, 
Scorning ev'ry threat'ning fear. 
Nor diftant ſhore, nor cannons roar, 
Shall longer keep me from my dear. 


— 
„„ W.0- 
ADIEU you jovial youths who join, 
To plunge old Care in floods of wine; 


And as your dazzled eye-balls roll, 
Diſcern him ſtruggling in the bowl. 


Nor yet is hope fo wholly flown, 
Nor yet is thought ſo tedious grown; | 
85 H 2 | But 


A 


But limpid ſtream and ſhady tree, 
Retain as yet ſome ſweets for me. 


And ſee thro' yonder filent grove, 
See yonder does my Daphne rove ; 
With pride her footſteps I purſue, 
And bid your frantic joys adieu. 


The ſole confuſion I admire, 

Is that my Daphne's eyes inſpire ; : 
Ticorn the madneſs you approve, 
And value reaſon next to love. 


— — & — 


BRITANNIA RULE THE WAYES. 


WHEN Britain firſt at Heav'n's command, 
Aroſe from out the azure main, 
Arole, &c. 
This was the charter, the charter of the land, 
Ana guardian angels ſung this ftrain, 
Rule, Britannia, Britannia rule the way es, 
For Britons never will be flaves. : 


The nations, not ſo bleſt as thee, 
Muſt in their turns to tyrants fall, 
Muſt in, &c. 
Whilſt DOR ſhalt Houriſh, ſhalt flouriſh great and 
ee 
The dread and envy of them all. 


Rule, Britannia, &. 


Still more majeſtic ſhalt thou riſe, 
More dreadful from each foreign ſtroke, 
More dreadful, &c. 
As the loud blaſt, loud blaſt that tears the ſkies, 
| Serves but to root t thy native oak. 
Rule, Britannia, &«. 


Thice 
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( 137) 
Thee haughty tyrants ne er ſhall tame; 
All there attempts to bend thee down, 
All their, &c. ; 4 
Will but arouſe, arouſe thy generous flame, 
And work their woe, and thy renown. 
Rule, Britannia, &c. 
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To 4.0 N- 6. 
THY fatal ſnafts unerring move, 

I bow before thine altar. love; 

I fell the ſoft reſiſtleſs lame, 

Glide ſwift thro' all my vital frame. 


For while I gaze my boſom glows, 

My blood in tides impetuous flows; 
Hope, fr and joy alternate roll, 

And foods of tranſport helm my ſoul. 


My fault'ring tongue attempts in vain, 
In ſoothing numbers to complain; 
My tongue ſome ſecret magic ties, 
My murmurs fink in broken ſighs. 


Condemn'd to nurſe eternal care, 
And ever drop the filent tear; 
Unheard I mourn, unknown figh, 
Unfriended live, unpitied die. 

W n 


SOMEBODY: 


WERE I oblig'd to beg my bread, 
And had not where to lay my head, 
I'd creep where yonder herds are fed, 
And fteal a Jook at Somebody. 
A „ + 3 My 
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My own dear Spmebody, 

My conſtant Somebody; | 
I'd creep where yonder herds are fed, 
And ſteal a look at Somebody. 


Oh, had TI eagles wing: to fly, 
And take my flight acroſs the ſky ; 
I'd feaſt my longing tearful eye, 
And ſteal a look at Somebody: 
I'd feaſt my longing tearful exe, 
And ſteal a look from Somebody. 


When I'm laid low, and am at ref, 
And may be number'd with the bleſt, 
Oh! may the artleſs feeling breaſt, 
Throb with regard for Somebody; 
Ah! will you drop one pitying tear, 
And ſigh for the ioft Somebody ? 


But ſhould J ever live to ſee 

That form ſo much ador'd by me, 
Then thou'it reward my conſtancy, 
And I'll be bleſt with ſomebody. © 
Then ſhall my tears be dry'd by thee, 


W 4 


And I be bleſt with ſomebody, 


— 8 — —— 


SALLY IN OUR ALLEY. 


OF all the girls that ere ſo ſmart, 
There's none like pretty Sally. 
She is the darling of my heart, 
And ſhe lives in our alley. 
There's ne'er a lady in the land, 
That's half ſo ſweet as Sally; 

She is the darling of my heart, 
And ſhe lives in our alley. 

Her father he makes cabbage nets, 

Aad thro' the ſtreets does cry em. 


Fer: 
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Her mother ſhe ſells laces long, 
And tchro' the ſcreets does cry em: 
But ſure ſuch folks could ne'er beget, 
So ſweet a girl as Sally; 
She 15 the darling of my heart, 
And ſhe lives in our alley. 


When ſhe is by, I leaze my work, 
I love her fo fhncerely ; 

My maſter comes like any Turk, 
And bangs me moſt ſeverely. 

But let him bang until he's tir'd, 
I'l! bear id all for Sally; 

She is the darling of my heart, 

And the lives in our alley. 


Of all the days that's in the week, 
I dearly love but one day; 

And that's the day that comes betwixt, 
A Saturday and Monday; 

For them I'm dreſt in all my beſt, 

I walk abroad with Sally; 

She is the darling of my heart, 
And lhe lives in our alley. 


My maſter carries me to church, 
And often I am blamed ; 

Becauſe I leave him in the lurch, 
As ſoon as text is nam'd; | 

leave the church in ſermon time, 
And ſlink away to Sally, 

dhe is the darling of my heart, 
And ſhe lives in our alley. 


When Chriſtmas comes about again, 
Oh then I ſhall have money; 

Ill hoard it up, and box and all. 

 Tilgivett to my honey. | 

And would it were ten thouſand pounds, 

"Td give it all to Sally; | 


She 
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She 15 his darling of my heart, 5 5 
And ſhe lives in our alley. | | 


My maſter and the neighbours all, £ 
Make game of me and Sally ; 

And, but for her, I'd better be 
A ſlave, and row a galley. „ 5 

But when my ſev'n long years are out, 4 
Oh then Il marry Sally; 

Oh then we'll wed and then we'll bed; 


But not in our alley. 


8. 0 8 
BOAST not, miſtaken ſwan, thy art, 
To pleaſe my partial eyes; | 
The charms that have ſubdued my heart, Of: 
Another may deſpiſe. 85 


Thy face is to my humour made, 
Another it may fright; | | 
Perhaps by ſome fond whim betray'd, : 1 
In oddneſs I delight. = | 5 


Vain youth to your confuſion ! | 

Tis to cay lover's exceſs; «+ , . WE 

You all your fancied beauties owe, TD] 
Which fade as that grows leſs. 


For your own ſake if not for mine, 
Th 
You ſhould preſerve my fire; | 
Since you my ſwain no more will ſhine, 
When I no more admire. | Bol 


By me indeed you are allow d. 5 l 
The wonder of your kind; 1 b\ 
Ane 


Rut be not of your judgment proud, 3 
Whom love has 8 1 . For 


Can 
8 O N 6. 


"TIS ſaid we vent'rous die hard, when ve leave the 
ſhore, 
Our friends mould mourn. 
Left ve return, 
To bleſs their ſight no more. 
But this is all a notion 
Bold Jack can't underſtand, 
Some die upon che ocean, 
And ſome u; pon the land. 
Then Gince tis Cl-ar, 
Fiowe'er we ſteer, 
No man's life under his command, 
Let tempeſis how), 
And billows roll, 
And danger pr cls. 
Of thoſe in ſpite there are fome joys 
Us jolly tars bleſs, 
For Saturday night ſtill comes, my boys, 
To drink to Poll and Beſs. 


One Seaman hands the fails, another heaves the log, 
The Purſer twops 
Our pay for flops, 
The Landlord ſells us AS . 
| Thus each man to his Ration, 
To keep lite's ſhip in trim. 
What argufites narration ? 
The reſt is Fortun's whim ; 
Cheerly my hearts 
Then play your parts, 
Boldly reſolv'd to fink or ſwim : 
The mighty ſurge 
May ruin urge, 
And danger preſs— Of thoſe in ſpicht, &c. 


For all the world's juſt like the ropes abroad a ſhip; 
Fach man's rigg d out, 
A veſſel 
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Eb. 0 
A veſſel tout, 

To take for life a trip: 
The ſhrouds, and ſtays, and brace, 
Are joys, and hopes, and fears ; 
The halliards, ſheets and traces, 

Still as each paſſion veers; 
And whim prevaila, 
Direct the ſails, 
As on the ſea of life he ſteers; 
Then let the ſtorm 
Heaven's face deform. 


And danger preſs—Of thoſe in ſpight, &c. 


— . 5 4 
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FAREWELL TO OLD ENGLAND. 


FAREWELL to old England! thy white clifts adieu? 
Can the gale be auſpicious that bears me from you! 
Tho' oceans divide us as wide as the pole, 

| No diſtance can change the true love of my ſoul, 

A4 s well might meſſmates determine to balz 

All the waters that fill up old Neptune's great pal], 
As divert my firm mind from its fond thought of you, 
Farewell to old England, dear Mary, idsau. 


Dear Mary, can that love go to wreck, 
Where ev'ry plank bears yourſweet name on the deck! 
Nay many love knots on the tops have I made, 
G While guileleſs my ſhipmates at chequers have play's 
Their ſports are no paſtime, but ſorrow to me; 
My mind is more happy in ſighing to thee : 
More happy by far, when I'm thinking of you, 
For the hope of return takes the fting from ideau. 


Tes, the hope of return's all the joy of a tar; 
Tis his compaſs, his helm, tis his guide and his ſtar: 
*Tis impreſs d on his boſom the moment he ſails; 

It ſhortens long nights; and it quickens light gales. 


The 


he 


He's gone, and han't left behind him his fellow: 
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The dull midnight watch it ſends limping away, 
And dawns a nei hope on his mind with the dey, 
Wich rapture it makes his affections to burn, 

And changes adieu into welcome return. 


AAS HEASAPY XL 1 + 4-66 

IF lire to grow old, as I find T row down, 

Let this be my fate in a fair country town ;' 

May I have a warm houſe with a Kone at my gate, 

And a cleanly young woman to rub my old pate. 
May I govern my paſtions with abſolute Way. 
And grow witer and better as ſtrength wears away, 
Without gout or ſtone, by a gentle decay. 


In a country town, by murmuring brook, 
With the ſea at a diitance on which I may lock; 
With a ſpacious plain, without hedge or ſtile, 
And an eaſy pad-nag to ride out a mile. 

| May I govern, &c 


With Horace and Petrarch, and one or two more 
Of the beſt wits that liv'd in the ages before; 

With a dith of roaſt mutton, not veu'ſon, nor teal, 
Ana clean, tho? coarſe linen, at every meal. 

May I govern, &c 


* 


Wich a pudding on Sunday, with ſtout humming 
liquor, 

And remnant of latin to puzzle the vicar; 

With a hidden reſerve of Burgandy wine, 

To drink to the king's health as oft as we dine. 

May I govern, &c. 
With courage undaunted may I face my laſt day; 
And when 1 am dead may the better fort ſay, 

In the morning when ſober, in the evening when 
mellow, | % 


For 
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For he rovern'd his paſt ons with abſolute ſwa y, 8 
And grew viſer and better as his ſtrength worc 
away, T 


Without. gout or ſtone by a gentle decay. 
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bi. Si 
$i TH 0 cruel you ſeem to my pain, 
1 And hate me becauſe I am true : © TI 
Yet Phyllis, AY love a falſe ſwain, 
Who has other nymphs in his view. L 
Enjoy ent's a trifle to him, 
To me what a heaven *twould be ; 
To him but a woman you ſeem, Sir 
But ah, you're an angle to me. 192 7 5 
Thoſe lips which he touches in haſte, Ar 
To them I for ever cou'd grow : : 
Still clinging around that dear waiſt. 
Whichhe ſpans as beſide him you go. 
That arm like lilly ſo white, Lai 
Which over his ſhoulders you lay; ; 
My boſom could warm it all night, An 
My lips they cou'd Preſs it all ys | ] 
Were T like a monarch to reign, 
Were graces my ſubject to be be 
I'd leave them and fly to the plain, ; 
To dwell in a cottage with thee: _ 
But if I muſt feel your diſdain, | Ha! 
If tears cannot cruelty droun; | 2 


Oh, let me not live in this plain, 
But give me my death in a frown. 


LITTLE 


(ads) 


LITTLE FART2ING RUSH LIGHT. 


Sir Solomons Simons when he did wed, 
Bluſh'd black as a cro his fair lady did bluſh light, 
The clock firuck twelve they were both tuck'd in bed. 
In the chimney a ruſh licht, 
- A little farthins ruth light, 
Tal lal l. lal la, : 
A little farthins ruſh light, 


Sir Solomon gave his lady a nudge, 
Cries he, l-dy &:nions, there's vaſtly too much light 
Then Sir Solomon lays ſhe. to get up you can 4 
And blow our the ruft lic ht, 
A little tarthing ruſh lie cht, 
Fal la! lal lal la, 
The little farthing ruſh light. 


Sir Solomon then out of bed pops his toes, 
And vaſtly he ſwore and very much did caſt light, 
And then to the chimney Sir Solomon he goes, 
And he puff'd at the ruſh light, 
The little farthing ruth right, 
Fal lal la! lal la, 
A little farthing ruſh light. 


Lady Simons got out in her nicht cap ſo neat, 
And over the carpet my lady did bruſh light, 
And there fir Solomon ſhe found in a heat, 
Puffing at the ruſh hight, 
Then the puff” d the ruſh light, 
But neither of them both 
Could blow out the ruſh light. ; 


Sir Solomon and lady their breath quite gone, | 
Rang the bells in a rage determined to cruſh * 
Half aſleep in his ſhirt then up came John, 


And he puff d at the ruſh light, 
The little farthing ruſh light, 
But neither of the three: p 
Could blow out the ruſh light. 
3 1 Cook, 
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Cock, coachee, men and maids very near all in buſt 

Came and ſwore in their lives they never met with 
ſuch light, x 

And a of the family by turns had a puff, 

At the little farthin ruſh light, | 

The curſt farthing ruſh Jight, 

But none of the family 

Could blow out the ruth light. 


The watchman at laſt went by. crying one, 
Here vatchman's come up, than you we might on 
vorſe light, 
Then up came the watchmman, the bufineſs was done 
For he turn'd down the ruſh light, 
. The little farthing ruſh light, 
Fal lal lal lalla | | 
So he put out the ruſh light. 


— — — 
SMALLILOW NONSENSE. 


OF the ancients its ſpeaking, my ſoul, you'd be after 
I hat they never got how came you {o. 

Would ſeriouſly make the folks die with laughter. 
To be be ſure their dogs tricks we don't know ; 
With your Smallilow nonſenſe, and all your queer 

bodderns, 
Since whiſkey's a liquor divine, 
To be ſure the old antients as well as the moderns 
Did not love a ſly ſup of good wine, 
Did not love a fly ſip of good wine. 


Apicius aud ZXſop, as authors aſſure us, 
N ou'd fwig till as drunk as a beaſt: 
Then what — you think of that rogue Epicurus, 


* 25 not he a tight hand ata feaſt? _ 
Wich Jour Sma llilow, &. 
Alexander 


* 
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Alexander the great at his banquets drank hard, 
When he no more worlds could ſubdue ; 
Shed tears, to be ſure, but 'twas tears of the tankard, 
To refreſh him—and pray vou not you? 
With your ſmallilow, &c. 


Then that to'ther old fellow they call'd Ariſtotle 
Such a devil of a tipler was he, 
That one night having taken too much of his bottle, 
The thief ſtagger ed into the ſea. 
With your ſmalllitow, &c. 


Then they made what they call'd of their wine a 


libation, 

Which as all authority quotes, | : 
They thre v on the ground—muſha, what boderation 
10 be ſure *twas not thrown down their throats. 

| With your ſmallilow, &c. 


1 —— —ͤ—ͤ— — 


THE COBLER's END. 


A Cobler there was, and he lived in a ftall, 


Which ſerved him for pariour, for kitchen and hall; 
No coin in his pocket, no care in his pate, 
No ambition he had, and no duns at his gate. 
Derry down, down down, Derry Down. 


Contented he worked, and he thought himſelf happy, 
If at night he could purchaſe, a jus of brown nappy 


Now he'd laugh then and whiſtle, and ſing too moſt 


Tweet, 
Saying juſt to a hair, l have made both ends meet. 
Lerry down, &c. 


But love the diſturber of hich and cf low, 


Who ſhoots at the peaſant aswcll as the beau : 
He ſhot the poor cobler quite thro the heart, 
1 will he had hit a more ignoble part. 
Derry down, &c. 
Ts 2 It 
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It was from a cellar, this archer did play, 
Where a buxom young damſel continually lay; 


Her eyes ſhone ? bright when ſhe roſe ev ry day, 


She ſhot the 08 cobler, quite over the way. 
Derry down, &c. 


He ſung her love ſongs, as he ſat at his work, 
But the was as hard as a jew or a turk; 
Whenever he ſpake, ſhe would flounce and wou'd 
fleer, 


Which put the Pour cobler, quite into deſpair, 
Derry down, &c. 


He took up his aul, that he had in the world, 
And to make away with himſelf was reſolv'd; 
He pierced thro his body, inſtead of the ſole, 
So the cobler he died and the bell it did toll. 
Derry Down, &c. 


And now in 8500 will, J adviſe as a friend, 
All coblers take warning by this cobler's end; 


Keep your hearts out of love, for we find by what 5 


2 


paſt, 
That love ne us all to an end at the laſt. | | 
Derry down, &c. ; 


THE, HAPPY FELLOW. 


WITH my Jug in one hand, and my pipe in the other. ry 
Fli drink to my neighbour and friend; 

My cares in a whiff of tobacco I'll ſmother, 7 
Since life I know ſhortly muſt end: | 

While Ceres moſt kindly refills my brown jug, Þ 


With good ale I will make myſelf mellow ; 
In my old wicker chair I will ſeat myſelf fug, 
Like a jolly and true hearted fellow. 1 


I neter trouble my head with the cares of the nation, 


I've enough of my cn ſer to mird, 
For 


ö 


For the cares of this life are but grief and vexation, 
To death we muſt all be conſign'd : 
Then J laugh, drink and ſmoke, and leave nothing to 
> mw. 
But drop like a pair that is mellow j 
And when cold in my coffin I' have them to ſay, 
He's gone what a hearty good fellow! 


— hte — 


PADDT BULL's EX PEDITIONV. 
WHEN I 28 my departure from Dublin auer 


tO 
And fo England's ownlelf thro? the ſeas I Gi 
plow ; 


For four long days I was toſſed up and down, 
Like a quid of chew'd hay in the throat of a cow 
While afraid off the deck in the ocean to flip, fir, 
I ciung like a cat a faſt hold for to keep fir, 
| e out the big poſt that grows out of the ſhip, 
ir. 
_ GI never thought more to ſing Ianzolee. 


Thus Randing Rock ſtill, all the while I was moving, 

Till Ireland's coaſt I faw clean out of ſight 
Myſelf the next da y a true Iriihman proving, 

When leaving the ſhip on the ſhore for to light; 
As the board ney put out was t02 narrow to quarter, 

The firſt ſtep | took was in ſuch a totter, 
That I jump'd upon land, to my neck up in water 

O that was no ime to ſing . 


But as ſharp cold and hunger I never knew more 
And my ſtomach and bowels did grumble and 
growl, | 
I thought the beſt way to get each in good humour, 
Was to take out the wrinkles of both, by my" ſoul 
nel 13 8 80 
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So I went to a hoy ſe where roaſt meat they provide, 
With a whirligig, which up the chimney I 'ſpr'd, 
_ | WIN 
And which grinds all their ſmoke into powder be- 
| ſides, ir 


Tis true as I am no ſinging laneolee. + 
Then I went to the landlord of all the ſtage coaches, 


That ſet fail for London each night in the week, 
To whom J obnoxiouſly made my approaches, 
As a birth aboard one I was come for to ſeek; 
But as for the inſide, I'd no caſh in my caſket, 
Says I, with your leave I make bold, fir, toaſk it, 
When the coach is gone off, pray what time goes the 
baſket? = | 
For there I can ride and fing langolee. 


When, making his mouth up—* the baſket ſays he, 
ſir, 
Goes after the coach a full hour or two ;” 
Very well, fir, ſays I, that's the thing then for me, 
: fir, ED 
But the devil a word that he told me was true; 
For though one went before, and the other behind, 


fir, | | | | 
They fat off cheek by jole at the very ſame time, 
fir, * 


So the ſame day, at nicht, I ſet out by mcon-ſhine, 
, All alone by myſelf finging langolee. 
O long life ro the moon, for a brave noble creature. 
That ferves us with lamp-light each night in the 
cark ! A 
While the ſun only ſhines in the day, which, by 
nature, 

Warts 


. 


* 


Wants no light at all as you all may remark ; 
But as for the moon, by my ſoul I'll be bound, . 
Tt would fave the whole nation a great many 


pounds, fir, 
To ſub 8 for to light him up all the year round. 
far, 


Or I'll never ſing more about langolee. 


LILLIES OF THE VALLEY. 
O'ER barren hills and flow'ry dales, 
O'er ſeas and diſtant ſhores, 
With merry ſong and jocund tales, 
I've paſs'd ſome pleaſant hours; 
Tho” wond'ring thus, I ne'er could find, 
A girl like blithſome sa LIV, 
Who picks, and culls, and cries aloud, 
Sweet Lillies of the Valley. 


From whiſtling o'er the harrow'd turf, FI 
From neſting of each tree; | W's 

I choſe a ſoldier's life. to wed, E 1 
So ſocial, gay and free; 5 10 

Vet tho' the laſſes love as well, dt} 
And often try to rally; _ 

None pleaſes me like her that cries 
Su cet Lillies of the Valley. 


Fm now return'd, of late diſcharg'd, 
Io uſe my native toil; 8 
From fighting in my country's cauſe, 
To plough my country's ſoil; 
care not which, with either pleas'd, 
So J poſſeſs my sAaLLyY : f 
That little merry T that cries·· 
Sweet Lillies of the Valley. 20 
ET: : JACK 


1 : 
FACK. IN HIS ELEMENT. 


BOLD JACK, the ſa lor here I come, 
Pray how d'ye like my nib, 

My trowſers wide, my trampers rum : 
My nab and flowing gib; 

I ſails the ſeas from end to end, 

And leads a joyous life, 

In ev TY meſs I finds a friend, 
In ev'ry port a wife. 


— 


I've heard them talk of conſtancy 
Of grief, and ſuch like fun; 
I've conſtant been to ten, cried I, 

But never grieved for one. 
The ilowing Tals we tar: unbend 
To laid a roving life, 7 
In every meſs to find a friend, 
In every port a wife. 
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I've a ſpanking wife at Portſmouth gates, 
A pigmy at Goree, | 

An Or.nge tawny up the ſtraits, 
A Black at St. Lucie, 

Thus whatſomedever courſe L bead, 
I leads a jovial life, 

In every meſs, &c. 


Will Gaft my death was ta'en aback, 
I came to bring the news. 

Por, whimper'd ſore, but what did Jn? 2 
Why ſtood in WILIIà u's ſhoes: 

Sbe = I chaſed, but in the end, 
She lov'd me as her lite, 

And fo ſhe got an honeſt friend. 

And J a loving wife. 5 


Thus be we ſailors all the go, 
On fortune's ſea we Tub, 


+ 
„ 


We 


4 


We works and loves and fights the foe. 
And drinks the gen'rous bub: 
Storms that the maſts to ſplinters rend, 

Can't ſhake our jovial life, 
In every meſs, &c. 


— 


- 
— — CR — — 


FOUR AND TWENTY FIDLFRS. 


FOUR ard twenty Fillers all in a row, 
Four and twenty Fidlers all in a row, 
There was fiddle faddle, fiddle and my double 

damme ſemi quibble down below, 
It is my lady's holiday, 
Therefore let us be merry. 
Four and twenty drummers all in a row, 
There was hey rub a dub, ho rub a dub, fiddle 
zddle, &c. | TT 


Four and twenty Trumpeters all on a. row, 
There was tautura, Tara tantara rara, hey rub a 
dub, &c. 
Tour and twenty Coblers all on a row, 
There was ſtab au land Cobler and Cobler and ftab 
awl, tantara rara, &c. | 
Four and twenty Fencing Maſters all on a row. 
There was puſh carte and tierce down at the hee] 
cut him acroſs, ſtab awl and Cobler, &c. 


Four and twenty Captains all on a row, 
There was Oh! D—n me kick him down ſtairs, 
puſh carte and tierce, &c. | 


Four and twenty parſons all on a row, 
There was Lord have mercy upon us, O! D-n me 
kick him down ftairs, &c. | 

| 15 1 Four 
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A mobbing away _ go, 


() 


Four and twenty Taplere all on a row, 
One caught a loute, another let it loſe and another 


cried knock him down with the Sooſe, Lord 


have mercy upon us, cc. 


Four and twenty Barbers all en a row, 
There was bag wigs, ſhort bobs, toupees, long queus, 
ſhave for a penny, Oh d—n'd hard times two 
ruffles and ne' er a ſhirt, one caught a louſe, &c. 


Four and twenty Quakers all on a row, 

There was Abraham begat Iſaac, and aac begat 
Jacob, and Jacob peopled the twelve tres of 
Ifrael, with bag wigs, ſhort bobs, toupees., — 
queus, ſhave for a penny, Ob! d—n'd hard tr 
two ruffles and ne'er a ſhirt, one cauzht a Wale 
another let it looſe, and another cried knock hirn 
down with the goofe, Lord have mercy upon us, 
O d—n me kick him down ſtairs, puſh carte and 


tierce, down at heel cut him acroſs fab avlend 


Cobler and Cobler and ftab aw}, tantara rar? 

tantara rara, hey rub a dub, ho rub a dub, fi ale 
faddle fiddle and my double damme ſem: wiid5le 
down below, it is my lady's holiday therefore let 


us be merry. 
THE WAGGONER. 
WHEN I comes to town with a load of hay, 
Mean and lowly tho' I ſeem, 


I knows pretty weil how they figures away 


While I whiſtles and drive my team, 
Your natty ſparks and flaſpy dames how Ido love to 


queer, 


I runs my rigs and patters and ęigs and plays a 


| hundred comical games to all that I comes near, 
In a pet to near them fret, SS 


The 


n 
— 


42 


( 155 +) 


The ſcoundrel deſerves to be horſewhipt : | ind 
Who me Ma'am ? 5 ; 
Wo Ball wo! 

So to mind them I ne'er r fem 

But whiſtles and drives my team. 

Whiſtles, whiſtles and drives my team. 


So as I ſeems thinking of nothing at all 
And driving as faſt as sI can, 

1 pins queer thing againſt the wall, 
Half a monkey and half a man, 
The mob come round him to put up his blood 
While he's trembling from top to toe, 4 
My whip 1t goes ſpank, „ 8 14 
I tips Ball on the ank, | | 
Ball plunges and paints him all over with mud, 
Queers his ſtockings and ſpoils the Beau, 
Then the ſweet pretty dear ! 
Ah could you but hear ! 
( © Odd curſe you Tl make you know, 
« You infernal villain” 
( Lord bleſs your baby face, I would not hurt 

Your ſpindle ſhanks for the world,) 

Wo Ball wo! 
So to mind 'em I ne'er ſeem 
But whiſtles and drives my team, &c. 


And ſo I gets the fineſt fun 

And friſk that ever you ſaw, 

Ofall I meets I can queer ev'ry one 

But your gemmen of the law, 

Tho they can ſcarcely put me down! 

Says I, to their courts when I led, 

Where their tails of a pig 

They hide with a wig, 

How many ways in London town 
They dreſſes a calf's head! 


—— — — _ 
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Then ev'ry dunce 


To hear open at once 

Like mill-clacks their clappers go, 

(© Oh that's the fellow I ſaw grinning through 
The horſe collar in the country” 

I fancy you're the fellow I ſaw grinning thro' 
The pillory in London“) 

Wo Ball wo! h 

So to mind em I ne'er ſeem 


But whiftles and drives my team, &c. 


O! DEAR WHAT CAN THE MATTER B 


O ! DEAR what can the matter be, 
O ! what can the matter be, - 
Dear ! what can the matter be, 
Johnny's Þ6 long at the fair; 
He promis'd he'd buy me a fairing ſhould pleaſe me, 


And then for a kiſs, O ! he vow'd he would teaze me, 


He promis'd he'd bring me a bunch of blue ribbons 
To tie up my bonay brown hair. 


O! dear what can the matter be, 

O ! what can the matter be, 

Dear ! what can the matter be, 

Johnny's fo long at the fair; 
He promis'd he'd bring me a baſket of poſies, 
A garland of lillies a garland of roſes, 
A little ſtraw hat to ſet off the bluc ribbons, 


That tie up my bonny brown hair. 


O! dear what can the matter be, 

O ! what can the matt be, 
Dear! what can then ter be, 
.. Johnny's fo long at due fair; 


_ He 


1 


6 
He promis d he'd buy me a pair of filk ſtockings, 
A pair of red garters ſhou'd coſt him but two-pence, 


A little ſtraw hat to ſet off the blue ribbons, 
That tie up my bonny brown hair. 


SATURDAY NIGHT AT SEA. 


TWAS Saturday night the twinkling ſtars 
Some on the rippling ſea, 
No duty call'd the jovial tars, 
The helm was laih'da a lee, 
The ample Can adorn'd the board, 
Prepar'd to lee it out, 
Each gave the laſs that he ador'ed, 
And puſh'd the grog about. 


Cried honeſt Tom, my PEG T'll toaſt, 
A Frigate neat and trim, . © 
All joily Portimouth's favourite boaſt, 
I'd venture life and limb. | 
Sai ſeven long years ard re'er ſee land, 
With dauntleis heart and ſtout, 
So tight a veſſel to command, 
Then puſk the grog about. 


1 


I'Il give, cried little Ack, my Porr, 
Sailing in comely ſtate, 
Jop gant'ſails ſet the is ſo tall, 

She looks like a firſt rate: 

Ah vou'd ſhe take her Jack in tow, 
A voyage for life throughcnt; 

No hetter birth I'd wiſh to know, 
Then puſh the grog about. 


| Tue cried I, my charming Nax, 
rim handſome, neat and tight; 


What 


1 


What joy ſo fine as ſhip to man. riots .. 
Oh! the's my heart's delight : | ak 
So well ihe bears the ſtorms of life, | Th 
I'd fail the world throughout, 18 
Brave ev'ry toil for ſuch a wife, - 
Then puth the grog about. | + 
Thus to deſcribe Porr, Px, or Nax, 
Each his beit manner tried, Th 
Till ſummon'd by the empty Can, 80 


They to their hammocks hied; 
Yet ſtill did they their vigils keep, 

Though the huge Can was out, 
For in ſoft viſions gentle fleep, 

Still puſh'd the grog about. 


— : . —— 


CORPORAL CASEY7T. 
WHEN I was at home J was merry and friſky, 
My dad kept a pig, and my mother ſold whiſkey, 
My uncle was rich but would never be eaſy, 
Till I was enlifted by CoRPORAL Caszy : 
Oh ! Rub a dub, row de dow, CoRTrORAL Cas x, 
Rub a dub, row de dow, CorroraL CAS ET, 
My dear little SyzELan I thought would run crazy, 
Oh! ee I trudg'd away with tough CoxroLar 
As ET. | | 


I march'd from Kilkenny, and as I was thinking, 

On SHEtLan, my heart in my boſom was finking ; 
But ſoon I was forc'd to look freſh as a daiſy, 

For fear of a drubbing from Coxroxar Cas EY 


Och !——Rub a dub, &c. | 
1 Rub a dub, &c. | | ä 
4 [ | The devil go with him, I ne'er could be eaſy, 
j He ſtuck in my ſkirts ſo, old Coxrorar, Ca mw 
X 


(. 159 ) 


We went into Battle, I took the blows fairly, 
That fell on my pate, but they bother'd me rarely, 
And who ſhould the firft be that dropt, why an't 
pPlweaſe ye, 8 
It was my good friend—honeft Cox ORAL CAsEY; 
Och! Rub a dub, &c. | 

Rub a dub, &c. _ 
Thinks 1 you are quiet, and I ſhall be eaſy, 
So eight years I fought without Coxrorar Cary. 


— —— -— 


PRIENDLY TARS. 


VHTLE up the ſhrouds the ſailor goes, 

Or ventures on the yard, 

The landman, who no better knows, 
Beleves his lot is hard. 

But JACK, with ſmiles, each danger meets, 

Caſts anchor, heaves the log, 
Trims all the fail, belays the ſheets, 

And drinks his can of grog. | 

When mountains high the waves that ſweii 
The veſſel rudely bear, 

Now ſinking in a hollow dell, 

| Now quiv'ring in the air. 

Bold JAcx, &c. 

When waves 'gainſt rocks and quickſands roar, 
You ne'er hear him repine, 

Freezing near Greenland's icy ſhore, 
Or burning near the line. 

Bold Jac, &c. | 


If to engage they give the word, 
Jo quarters all repair, 5 
While ſplinter'd maſts go by the board, 
And ſhot ſing through the air. 


Bold Jacx, &c. 
| | BONN Y 


6 
BONNY BEF. 


NO more I'll court the town bred fair, 
Who ſhines in artificial beauty, 

For native charms, without compare, 
Claim all my love, reſpect and duty. - 


CH OK: U- $. 


O my bonny, bonny Brr, ſweet bloſſom, 
Was I a king ſo proud to wear thee, 
From off the verdant couch I'd bear thee, 
To grace thy faithful lover's boſom. 
O my bonny, bonny Bxr, &. 


Yet, aſk me where thoſe beauties lie, 
I cannot ſay in ſmile or dimple, 

In blooming cheeks or radiant eye, 
*Tis happy nature wild and ſimple. 


O my bonny, bonny Bxr, &c 


Let dainty beaux for lad'es pine, 
And ſigh in numbers trite and common, 
Te gods! one darling with be mine, 
And all I aſ is lovely woman. 


O my bonny, bonny BET, &c 


Come, deareſt girl, the roſy bowl, 
Like thy bright eye with pleaſure dancing. 
My heaven art thou, ſo take my ſoul, 
With rapture every ſenſe entrancing. 
* O my bonny, bonny Bx, &. 


MA CHERE AMIE. 


MA Chere Amie, my charming fair, b 
Whole ſmiles can baniſh ev'ry care; ö 
n 
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In kind compaſſion ſmile on me, | 
Whoſe only care is love of thee. Ma Chere, &c. 


Under {weet friendſhip's ſacred name, 
My boſom caught the tender flame; 

May friendſhip in thy boſam be, 
Converted into love for mme. Ma Core, c. 
Iogetner rear'd, together grown, 

O let us now unite in one; 
Let pity ſoften thy decree, 
T aroop, dear maid, I die for thee. Ma Chere, Ec. 


OLD TOWLER. 
BRIGHT Chanticleer proclaims the dawn, 
And ſpans les deck the thorn ; 
The lowing Hei ds now quit the lawn, 
The lark ſprings from the corn: 
Dogs, Huntſmen round the window throng, 
7 Fleet Lowr.ex leads the cry; | 
Ariſe, the burden of their ſong, 
This day a flag muſt die. 
Chorus. — With a hey ho Chivey, 
Hark forw:rd, hark forward tantivy, 
With a hey ho Chivey, 
Hark forward, hark forward tantivy, 
Hark forward, | 
Hark frrward, hark forward, hark forward, tantivy, 
tantiuy hark, har forward, hark forward tantiuy. 
| Arie, the burden of their ſong, 
c. 1his day a ſtag muſt die, 
This day a ſtag muſt die, 
This day a ſtag muſt die. 
The Cordial takes its merry round, 
The laugh and joke prevail ; 
The huntſman blows a jovial ſound, 
The Dogs ſnuff up the gale ; 


C. 


The 
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The Upland Winds they ſweep along, 
O' er fields, thro' brakes they fly; 
The game is rouz'd too true the ſong; 
This day a ſtag muſt die. 
With a hey ho, &c. THIS. 
Poor Stag! the Dogs thy haunches pore, 
| The tete run ton thy face; : 
The Huntſman's pleaſure is no more, 
His joys were in the Chace. 
Like the ſtateſmen of the Town, 
Ihe Virgin Game in view, 
Are full content to run them down, 
Tnen they in turn purſue. 


With their hey ho, &c. 


THE VILLAGE MAID. 
SILENT I thread this lonely wood, 
Silent I ſhed the piteous tear, 


No hope to cheer my drooping ſoul, 
Bereft of him I hold moſt dear. 


Still do I ſeek theſe dreary ſhades, 
A love-lora maid the village ſcorn, 

Since Henry won my plighted faith, 
Then lefc me here to ſigh forlorn. 


Yon moſſy bank oft time recalls, 
The image of the blooming youth, 
Twas there he ſtile my eaſy heart, 
Wich vous of conſtancy and truth. 


Faint from her lips her accents flew, 
And fainily beamed her eyes ſo bright, 
She ſunk upon the moſſy bank, | 
She ſunk to everlaſting light. 


CEASE 


ie 


CEASE RUDE BOREAS. 
CEASE rude Boreas, bluſt'ring railer, 
| Liſt ye landſmen, all to me; 
Meſſmate, hear a brother ſailor, 
Sing the dangers of the lea, 
From bounding bille'vs firk in moon, 
When the diſtant whirlwinds riſe; 
To the tempeſt troubled ocean, 
Where the ſeas contend with ſkies, 
Hark the boatſwain kcarfly bawling, 
By topſail ſheets and haulyards fiand, 
Down top galiants quick be hawline, 
' Down your ſtay ſeals, hand boys hand! 
Now it freſhens, ſet the braces, 
No the top fail ſheets let go 
Luf boys luff, don't make wry faces, 
Up your topfails nimbly clew. 
Now all you on down beds ſporting, 
Fonly Jock'd in beauty's arms, 
Freſh enjoyments, wanton courting, 
Safe from all but love's alarms. - 
Round us roars the tempeſt louder, 


Think what fears our rxnds enthrall ; 


Harder yet, it yet, blows harder, 
Now again the bo'ſen ec ils. 


The top ſail yards point to the wind boys, 


See the clear to reef each courſe, 
Let the fore:a2et go don't mind boys, 
Tho' the weather ſhould be worſe, 
Fore and aft the ſprit ſail yard get, 
Reef the Mizen, ſee all clear, 
Hands up, each preventer, brace, ſet, 


Man the foreyard, cheer, cheer lads cheer. 


Now the dreadful thunder roaring, 
Peai on peal, contending claſh ; 


On 


On our be ads fierce rain falls pouring, 
In our eyes blue lightnings flaſh. | 
One wide water ail around us, 
All above us one black ſky; 


Different deaths at once ſurround us, . 
Hark! what means that dreadful cry? 


The foremaſt's gone ! cries every tongue out, 
O'er che lee, twelve feet bove Deck; | 
A leak beneath the Cheſt tree's ſprung out, 
Call all hands to clear the'wreck. 
Quick; the lanyards cut to pieces, 
Come my hearts be ſtout and bold, 
Plumb the well—the leak encreaſes, 
Four feet water in the hold. 


While o'er the ſhip wild waves are beating, 
We for wives, or children mourn, 
Alas! from hence there's no retreating, 
Alas! from hence there's no return ; 
Still the leak is gaining on us 
Both chain pumps are choak'd below, 
Heav'n have mercy here upon us, : 
For only that can ſave us now 


O' er the lee beam is the land boys, 
Leet the guns o'er board be thrown, 
To the pump, come ev'ry hand boys, 
See Our mizen maſt is gone. 
The leak we've found it can't pour faſt, 
We've lighten'd her a foot or more ; 
Up and rigg a jury foremaſt, | 
Shneirights, ſhe right boy, we'ar off thore. 
Now once more on joy wer'e thinking, 
Since kind fortune iav'd our lives, 
Come the can boys, let's be drinking, 
'To our iweet hearts and our wives, 


Fil 
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Fil it up about ſhip wheel it, | 
Cloſe to th' lips a brimmer join, : 

Where the tempeſt now, who fee's it! 
None—our dangers drown'd in wine. 


— 


| BATCELOR'S HALL. | 
TO Batchelor's hall we good fellows invite, 
10 partake of the chaſe that makes up our delight, 
We have ſpirits like fire, and health ſuch a Rock, 
That our pulſe Arikes the ſeconds, a> true 23a clock; ; 
Did you ſee us you'd ſwear, as we mount witha grace, 
Did you ſee us you'd ſwear, as we mount witha grace, 
That Diana liad dubb'd ſome new gods of the chaſe, 
at Diana had dubb'd ſome new gods of the chaſe, 
Hark away, hark away, all nature looks gay, 
And Aurora with ſmiles uſhers in the bright day. 
Dick Thickſet came mounted upon a fine black, 
A better fleet pelding ne'er hunter did back; 
Tom Trig rode a bay, full of mettle and bone, 
And gayly Bob Buxom rode proud on a roan ; 1 
But the horſe of all hories that rivall'd the day, 1 
Was the Squires Neck-or- nothing and that was a grey, 1 
Hark away, hark away, 
While our ſpirits are gay, | 
Lets Erin to the joys of the next coming day. 1 


Then for hounds there was Nimble ſo well that | f 
climbs rocks, NS Lo | | 
And cocknoſe, a good one at ſcenting a fox, +l 
Little plunge, like a mole who will ferret and tearch, \ if 
And beetle-biowed hawks-eye, ſo dead ac a lurch; if. 
Young ſly-looks, that ſcents the ſtrong breeze from | i 
the touth, : 1 
And mufical Echowell, with his deep mouth. 
Hark, away, &c. 
nll | Our 
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Our horſes thus all of the very beſt blood, 
Tis not likely you'll eaſily find ſuch a ſtud; 
And for hounds our opinions with thouſand we'll back, 
That all England throughout can't produce ſuch a 
ack; | 85 

Thus having deſcribed you dogs, horſe, and crew, 
Away ve ſet off, for the fox is in view. 

Hark away &c. | 


Sly "yaa brought home, while the horn ſound a 
call, | Ib 
And now you're all wellcome to Batchelor's Hall, 
The ſavory Sir-loin grateful ſmoaks on the board, ] 
And Bacchus pours wine from his favorite hoard, 
Come on then do honour to this jovial place, 
And enjoy the ſweet pleaiures that ſprings from the 
chaſe. 
Hark away, &c. 


SWEET GIRL CAN YOU LOVE ME. 
DEAR Nancy P've ſail'd the world all around, 
And ſeven long years been a rover. 
To make for my charmer each thilling a pound, 
Now my hard perils are over, = 
I have ſaved from my toil many hundreds in gold, 
The comforts of lite to be get, | 


Have borne in each climate the heat, and the colt, Le 
Have borne in each climate the heat and the cold, W 
And all for my pretty Brunette, Le 
Then ſay my ſweet girl can you love me, A 
Then ſay my ſweet girl can you love me. 
J hen ſay my ſweet girl can you love me. C. 
Tho' others, may beaſt of more riches than mine, Is 
And rate my attractions e'en fewer; Ne 
At their jeers and illnature, I'll {corn to repine, 1 
Can they boaſt of a heart that is truer ! f 


Or 


E 


rd, 


he 
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Or 
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Or, will they for thee, plough the hazardous main, 
Brave the ſeaſons both ſtormy, and wet, 
If not, why I'll do it again, and again, 
And all for my pretty Brunette. 
Then ſay my ſweet Girl, &c. 


When order'd afar, in purſuit of the Foe, 
I figh'd at the bodings of fancy, 

Which fain wou'd perſuade, I might be laid low, 
And ah! never more, fee my Nancy, 


But —_— like an Angel, foon baniſhed my thought, 


And bade, me ſuch nonſenſe forget: 
I took the advice, and undauntedly fought, 
And all for my pretty Brenette. 
Then {ay my ſweet girl can you love me, 


— — 
— 


PREGIOUS GOBLET. 


SEE the jolly jolly God appears, 
In his hand the bowl he rears, 
Quaffing let me drown my care, 
And ail thy noble fpirit ſhare, 

Precious Goblet Cup divine, 

Let me let me quaff thy roſy wine, 

Precious Goblet Cup divine, 

Let me let me quaff thy roſy wine- 
Let my hoary honours grow, 
Wriynkles treſpaſs on my brow, 

Let them come prepar'd I ftand 


And graſp my Gozr xr in my hand. 


Precious Goblet, &c. 


| Cupid in my youthful hour 
Let me captive of his paw'r 


Now with branches from the vine 
I guard me from his dart divine. 
reclous Goblet, &c. 
ä Bacchus 
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Bacchus jolly God appear | 
None but choiceſt friends are here, 5 


Pierce thy oideſt deepeſt caſk, 7 
And let us drain the frequent flaſk. £ 
Precious Goblet, &c. 1 
3 2 
SO DEARLY I LOVE FOHNNY 0. : 
YOUNG Sandy once a wooing came, s E 
And fondly tried to gain my heart, 2 
He fighed when'er he ou n'd his flame, p 
But ſoon I gueſe'd his wily art, 12 
Tho' II ka Lad in Tartar plaid, | P. 
Should came blith and bonny, O, | 
They'd try in vain my heart to gain, Ir 
So dearly I love Johnny O, In 
So dearly love Johnny O, © 
So dearly I love Johnny O. H 
Tho' John y canna boaſt of wealth, M 
Contentment crow 2s his lowly ſtate, | H 
His roſy cheeks d2note ſweet health, M 
And goodneſs makes the laddie great ; 7. 
In Aberdeen there ne er was ſeen, 
A youth ſo blith and bonny O, W 
His flatt'ring tale can a' prevail, He 
So dearly I love Johnny O, &c. TI 
The other morn upon the bent, Hi 
I met my lad fo briſk and gay, Of 
He vow'd unleſs I'd give conſent, W 
H'd o'er the hills and far away; 5 
As home he ſtray'd his pipes he play'd, | 5 
And ſang ſo ſweet and ee of . 1 
I made a vow to buckle too, 1 


So dearly I love Johnny O, &c. LE P 


* 
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TOM CARELESS. 


TOM CARELESS was odd, like a genius ſome ſaid» 
And Ins heart to ſpeak truth was as odd as his head, 


Tom Careleſs was odd, like a genius ſome ſaid, 


And his heart to ſpeak truth was as odd as his head, 
For he lighted all maxims to ſerve his own ends, 

For he ſlighted all all maxims to ſerve his own ends, 
And he had but one purpoſe a zeal for his friend, 
His motto was this 1n what ever you do, 

His motto was this in what ever you do, 

Perfift in the right and your ſure to come thro' 

His motto was this in whatever you do, 

Perſiſt in the right and your {ure to come thro”. 


In life *twas his fortune alas! to take part, 

In ſorrows that wore and that wounded the heart, 
To himſelf, like a miſer, he kept all his grief; 
His philoſophy, ſilence, that lighted relief, 

When danger oppoſed him, he ſtill kept in view, 


His old motto © perfift and your'e ſure to come thro”. 


Men complain of the ſex, but fo ſtrange was his mind, 
Treat them well he would ſay and they're ſure to be 
kind, 


When he heard of bad people this whimſical elf. 


Had a ſtrange way of thinking all good but himſelf. 
The world gave him talents he thought were not true, 
His empire was temper, and there he came thro'. 


Of foes, while he lived, he could reckon on none, 
When he died all exclaimed “ that good temper was 
„gone.“ | 


Tom Careleſs had converſe which ſorrow beguiled, 


For he talk'd like a man with the heart of a child; 


And to his laſt moments this point kept in view 


Perſiſt in the right and you're ſure to come thro”. 
| K SWEET 


C e 
SWEET LAVENDER. | 
HOW happy was of late each morn, 1 


I wak'd from ſoft repoſe, 
And. careleſs tript the verdant lawn, 
Where freſh the hawthorn blows, 
Till love that cauſ'd the tear to 1mart, A 
And ſtole contentments ſweet, | 
Now's left me with an aching heart, 
To cry thro' London ftreets, 


Four bunches a penny ſweet lavender iour 


CN 


bunches a penoy, | | A 
Four bunches a penny ſweet lavender four 1 
bunches à penny, 8 If 
Four bunches a penny ſweet lavender four If 
bunches a penny. 
What tho' my Cot was humbly poor. | 
1 Calm Peace her bleflings lent ; | TD 
a And ſmiled upon my treſhold door, So 
bl. With innocent content: Is 
1 Till WII TIM came the pride of ſwains, T} 
bf And ſtole away its ſweets ; 0 Bu 
tk Which made me leave my native plains, 
i To cry thro' London ſtreets, | 
16 Four bunches a penny ſweet Lavender, &. W 
I! But glory fill'd his manly breaſt, So1 
Jt He fied to wars alarms ; An 
f And left me with a heart oppreſt, 7 


Diſrob'd of iove's ſoft charms: 
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i To follow him in humble guiſe, 
| F I bad idieu the ſweets; + . 
f Of village ſports, with fireaming eyes, Wi 
Fox To cry thro' London ſtreets. 7 fa 
9 Four bunches a penny ſu cet lavender, &c. He 
4:1 . | 55 L)] Then In t 
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I think ſo too 


Caf 3 


Then lovely maidens come and buy, 
They'll ſcatter ſweet perfume ; 


For nought with nature ſtore can vie, 


Or ſhed ſo ſoft a bloom; 
So ſhall my grateful boſom bleſs, 
Ihe hand that bounty greets: 
And aids poor Sue with fond redreſs, 
That cry's thro' London ftreets, 


Four bunches a penny ſweet. lavender, &c. 


WE ALL LIKE A SUP IN OUR TURN. 
A ſup of good whiſkey will make you glad, 
Too much of the creature vill make you mad, 
If you take it in reaſon *twill make you wiſe, 

If you drink to excels, it will cloſe up your eyes, 
Yet father and mother, 

And fifter and brother, 

They all love a ſup in their turn. 

Some preachers will tell you to drink is bad, 

if there's none to be had, 

The ſwadler, will bid you drink none at all, 

But while I can get it, a fig for them all, 
Both laymen and brother, 

Ign ſpite of this pother, 

Will all take a ſup in their turn. 


Some doctors will tell ye, twill hurt your health, 
And juſtice will ſay, *twill reduce your wealth, 
Phoyfleinnh and lawyers will all agree, | 
When your money's all gone, they can get no fee, 
Yet ſurgeon and doktor, 
And lawyer and proctor, 


Will all take a ſup in their turn. 


: a ſoldier is drunk on his duty found, 
He ſoon to the three-legg'd horſe is bound, 
In the face of his regiment obliged to ſtrip, | 
K 2 A naggin 


a ae. 
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The german's will ſay they can drink the moſt, 


For generous drinking and hearty boys, 


r 
A naggin will ſoften the drummer's up, 
For ſerjeant and drummer, 
And likewiſe his honor, 
Will all take a ſup in their turn. 


The turks, who arrived from the port ſublime, 


They told us that drinking was held a great crime, 


Yet after their dinner, away they flunk, 

And tippled their wine, 'till they got quite drunk, 
The Sultan and Crommet, 
And even Mahomet, 


They all take a ſup in their turn. 


The quakers will bid you from drink to abſtain, 
By yea, and by nay; *tis a fault in the vain, 


| Yet ſome of the broadbrim's will get to the ſtuff, 


And, tipple away till they have tippled enough. 
For {tiff rump and fteady, 
And ſolomon's lady, 

Would all take a ſup in their turn. 


The french and italians will alſo boaſt, 
Hiber:1a's the country, for all, their noiſe, 


There each jovial fellow, 
Will drink ?till he's mellow, 
And take off his glaſs 1 in his turn. 


THE T RIUMPH OF WINE. 
WHAT though from Venus Cupid ſprung 
No attribute divine 
What e'er the bawling bards have ſung; 
Had he his bow1'till Bacchus firung, 
And dipp'd his darts ni wine, 
And dipp'd his darts in wine, 
Till old Sitenus plunged the boy 
In nectar from the vine, 
Then love that was before a toy, 
Became the ſource cf + mortal | Joy, 


— 
v 
[8 
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8 
The urchin ſhook his dewy wings, 
And car'jeſs levell'd clowns and kings, 
Such powers has mighty wine, 
Such powers has mighty wine, 
Such powers has mighty wine, 
SGauch powers has mighty wine. 
When Theſeus on the naked ſhore, 
Fair Ariadne left, | 


Dye think the did her fate deplore, 


Or her fine locks or boſom tore, 


Like one of hope bereft; ; 


Not he indeed, her fleeting love, 
From mortals turns divine, 

And as gay baochus tygers move ? 
His car aſcends amidſt a grove, 

Of vines ſurrounded by a throng, 
Who lead the Jolly pair along, 
_ Aimoſt half gone with wine. 


Ma'am Helen loved the Phrygian boy, 
He thought her all his own, 
But hotteſt love wall ſooneſt clop : 
Ee nt er had brought her fate to Troy, 
But for the wie of Thone, 
She merry goſſip mixed a cup, 
Of tipple right divine, 
To keep love's flagging ſpirits up, 
And Eclen drank it every up, 
This liquor is mongſt the learn'd elves, 


Nepen they but twixt ourſelves, 


Twas nothing more than wine. : 


Of Lethe and its flowery brink, 
Let mufty poets prate, 
Where thirſty ſouls are ſaid to drink, 
That never they again may think, 
Upon their former fate, 
What is there in this ſoul leſs lot, 
I pray you ſo divine, 
| K 2 
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Grief finds the palace and the cot, 
= Which for a time were all forgot, 
1 Come here then in our Lethe ſhare, 
- Bi The true oblivion of your care, 
M Is only found in wine. 


mn EET 
LITTLE COTTAGE MAIDEN. 


FROM place to place I tra led far, 4 
Devoid of care or ſorrow, ; A 
With lightſome heart and merry fong, A 
I thought not of ro-morrow. A 
But when Pricilla caught my eye, 

With ev'ry charm array'd in, B 
I figh'd and ſung, I know not why, 5 
Dear little Cottage Maiden, 72 
Ki Dear little Cottine Maiden, B. 
ll Dear little Cottage Maiden, p. 
1 J ſigh'd and ſung I knew not why, 2. 
Dear little Cottage Maiden, : BI 
4 Dear little Cottage Maiden. Pl 
11 And wou'd the Charmer be but mine, * 
| Sweet Nymph I'd ſo revere thee, 50 
I'd gladly ſhare my fate with thine, Bc 
"i. And ever more be or thee, . | B- 

we The gold may pleaſe the proud and great, 
Tide My Bore wh love is den, of 05 
Then let us join in wedlock ſtate, 8 
Dear little Cottage Maiden, &c. G. 
O'er me and mine come Miſtreſs prove, Co 
And there what ill can harm us, Co 
Kind Hymen vill each fear remove, Co 
And ſpread each ſweet to charm us, Ce 

Together we will live content, 

And naught but love ſhall trude in, _ 
e 


So ſweetly ſhall our lives be ſpent, 
Dear little Cottage Maiden, &c. 
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